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A most Godly and Comfortable 
lad of the Glorious Resurrection of our Lord 
jesus Christ, how he Triumphed over Death, 
Igell, and çht, whereby we are certainly per- 
swaded of our rising again from the Dead. 

THE TUI'E lS, Rogcro. 

\Vhat faithless, frov«ard, sinful man 
zo far from grace is fled, 
That doth not in his heart believe 
the Rising of the Dead ? 

VOL. I I A 



Or why do wicked mortal men 
their'lives so vainly frame, 
That, being Dead, they do suppose 
they shall not rise again ? 

For why, if that the Dead indeed, 
which now consuming lyes, 
Shall hOt by God be rais'd again, 
then Christ did never rise : 
And if so be our Saviour sweet 
he did not rise from death, 
Out Preaching is o[ no effect, 
and vain's out hope on Earth. 

If Christ rose hOt, again I say, 
then are we yet in sin, 
And they that fall asleep in him 
no part ot joy shall win. 
Of all the Creatures living, then, 
which God on Earth did frame, 
Most wretched are the states of men 
which spend their days in vain. 

But Christ is risen up from Death, 
as it was right and meet, 
And thereby trod down Death and Hell, 
and sin, under his feet: 



of ghe glorious RcsurrccNon. 

And that the same to simple men 
the plainer might appear, 
The glorious rising of the Lord 
his vord declareth clear. 

3 

When he xvithin the grave was laid, 
the ]ews did Watch-men set, 
Lest by his friends his corps thence 
should secretly be let [ched] : 
A mighty Stone likewise they did 
on his Sepulchre role, 
And all for fear his body should 
away from thence be stole. 

But in thè Dead time of the night 
a mighty Earth-quake came, 
The which did shake both Sea and Land, 
and all within the same : 
./lnd tken tle ./lzgel of the Lord 
came down from Heaven so high, 
And rol'd away the mighty stone 
which on the ground did lie. 

His face did shine like flaming tire, 
his Cloaths were white as snow, 
Which put the watch-men in great fear, 
who ran away for woe, 
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A most Godly and ConoEortable tallad 

And told unto the ttigh-Priest, lain. 
what I do now rehcarse, 
Who hired them for money straight, 
that they would hold their peace. 

And say, quoth he, His Servants came, 
whom he sometimes did keep, 
And secretly stole him away, 
while ye were fast asleep. 
And if that Herod hear thereof, 
we will perswade him so, 
That you shall find no hurt at ail 
wherever )'ou do go. 

But faithful Iary 
and 'ames her 13rother, too, 
They brought great store of Oyntment, 
as Jesus were wont to do ; 
Who rose up early in the morn. 
before that it vas day, 
The body of the Lord t' annoint 
in grave whereas he lay. 

And when unto the Grave they came 
they vere in xvondrous fear ; 
They saw a young man in the same, 
but Christ they saw hOt there. 



of t/te glorious Resurrection. 

Then said the Angel unto them, 
wky are you so afraid . 
T/te Lord, w/to»z you do seek, I know 
is risen u;b, /te said. 

Then went these women both away, 
who told these tidings, than, 
To ffeo/tn and Peter, who in haste 
to the Sepulchre ran; 
Who found it as the woman said, 
and then away did go, 
But IJIary stayed, weeping still, 
whose tears declar'd her woe. 

Who, looking down into the grave, 
two Angels there did see" 
Qd. they, Why weeps this woman so 
even for my Lord, qd. she. 
And turning then herself about, 
as she stood weeping so, 
The Lord was standing at her back, 
but him she did not know. 

l/Vhy doth this WOlatt wcci he said; 
whom sttkst t/ton ht this lace 
She thought it had the gard'ner been, 
and thus she shews her case ; 



6 .4 most Godl 2 a Comfortable lallad 

If thou hast born him hence, she said, 
then tell me where he is, 
And for to fetch him back again 
be sure I will not miss. 

Vhat, AZar, ! then our Saviour said, 
dost thou lament for me 
O lIaster, livest thou again ? 
my soul doth joy in thee ! 
0.1Zary, touch me not, he said, 
ere I bave been above, 
Even with my God, the only God 
and Father whom we love. 

And oftentimes did Christ appear 
to his Disciples ail; 
Vet T]oJtas would not it believe, 
his faith it was so small, 
Except that he might thrust his hand 
into the wound so wide, 
And put his finger where the Spear 
did pierce th« tender side. 

Then Christ, which knew ail secrets, 
to them again came he, 
,Vho said to Thomas, ITrere Z ara, 
as 2#lainly t/tou mayst see. 



Ste here [he hands which nails did 2bicrce, 
and holes are Dz ro3, sidc, 
,4td be not failhless, 0 [hou mau, 
for whom lhese 2bahts I bide. 
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Thus sundry times he shew'd himelf 
when he did rise again, 
And then ascended into Heaven, 
in glory for to reign " 
Where he prepares a place for those 
whom he shall raise likevise, 
To lire with him in Heavenly bliss 
above the lofty Skies. 

Printed by and for A. 1I., and sold by the 
Booksellers of London. 
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The Great Assize" Or, Christ's cer- 
tain and sudden appearance to Judgment; Being 
serious considerations on these four things, Death, 
Judgment, Heaven, and Hell. 
By lX, lr. Stevens, lX, linister. 
To Tnz Tu OF ,,4hn no/ too hzh, &c. 
Licensed according to Order 

Here is presented clearly to the eye 
A little \Vorld, new made most gloriously ; 
To day here stands proud man, like floxvers' 
But look tomorrow and he's weather'd quite 

sprite ; 



T/te Great Mssize : c. 
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Hoxv happily might fallen man have liv'd 
For ever had not he his Maker griev'd, 
H is num'rous Offspring never would espy 
Thro' that black Curtain of Mortality. 
Alas ! how fast the daies of man pass by ; 
Swifter than Weaver's Shuttle they do fly ; 
As soon as Death does end his days, so soon 
Man must appear before the great Tribfne. 
Death will no succour to a King afford, 
Nor difference make twixt Begger and a Lord ; 
Nor Beauty, Riches, favour shall obtain 
He'll take no Bribes to linger out their pain. 
)l[e[husalem, you see, by Death was told 
That dye he must, tho' he was ne'er so old ; 
Likc Fruit, whcn ahnost ripe Storms can it shake, 
So ¥outh, when almost lIan Death may him take. 
The Rich .[au trusliuff fo his Riches. 
And yct, how proud Man is, this side the Grave! 
As if he noyer should an Exit have ! 
(Vaunting, poor \Vorm !) and, up and down the world 
His busie carping thoughts with care is hurld. 
He's wealthy grown, and proud of bags of treasure, 
Trusting in Riches ; taking ail the pleasure 
His heart can wish for ; nay, he does controul 
The checks of Conscience to his precious Soul. 



 o Tke Greal Assize: Or, 

Says to himself, Soul, take thine ease, and spend 
Thy time in mirth, ne'er think it will have end : 
Thus! thus ! the Sinner does abuse his God, 
And chooses Vice, instead o' th' vertuous Rod. 

He swears, & damns, and imprecates God's wrath 
To strike him dead ; but ah ! to die he's loath : 
He Datons lais very Soul were it not just 
That God should do so too, and say Be curst ? 

Roaring and Ranting is his Hellish Note; 
Quaffing so long until his senses float ; 
Drunk, like a beast, he staggers up and down, 
Sleeps like a Hog, and is a Devil grown. 

But oh! if God, thus angred, ready be 
To say, Thou Fool, I do require of thee 
Thy soul this, night ! corne, give a just account 
To what thy Stewardship does now amount. 

How dumb and senseless would he stand, to sec 
Hell ready to devour him presantly ! 
Calls to the Rocks, and strives to get a place 
Therein to hide him from God's angry face. 

But yet, suppose God suffers him to lire, 
Adds mercy unto mercy, and does give 
Him get a longer time of life, and trys 
If he'll Repent before death shuts his eyes-- 



Ckrist's certaiJt and sudden aearance. 

He sees that time runs round, like to a wheel, 
And wrinkled Years upon his broxv does steal ; 
Besides, gray hairs on's crazy head doth grow, 
Scattered it lies, like to a drift of Snow. 

II 

A foggy dinaness doth lais sight assail, 
Striking into lais head ; his eyes they fail ; 
His tongue does faulter, and lais hands they shake, 
And with the Palsie every limb does quake. 

His glass most run, he's even out of breath, 
Ready to yield his life to conquering Death, 
Who will no longer favour his old age, 
But is resolvèd in his death ingage. 

It peeps behind the Curtain in his face, 
Then draws the Schene, then dreadful in his case ; 
His tongue does quiver, and his veins does start 
Like sticks asunder ; nay, his very heart 



12 Tke Greag .Xlssize : Or, 

Ceases its motions with his vitals, soon, 
And now, alas! he's colder than a stone. 
His Kinsfolks dear his dying eyes do shut : 
So, from his Bed, he's in a Coffin put. 

Thus ends his Earthly splendour and his pleasure ; 
Wife, Children. Kingsfolk, and his bags of treasure, 
Are left behind : [his heirs] enjoy the saine estate 
A little while, but follow must his fate. 

Nay, they're not sure to keep it hall a day, 
For Death does oft sweep Familles away ; 
The Infant's instantly bereav'd of lIother, 
Husband from Wife, the Sister from her Brother. 

Behold this figure ! see, the glass does run ! 
Therefore repent, before thy time is gone ! 
Both young and old, have this before your eyes, 
You're born to happiness or miseries. 

O therefore, wretched man, this very day 
Strive by repenting teares to wash away 
Thy sins: and then, no doubt, the Lord will be 
In love and mercy reconcil'd to thee. 

The manner of Ckrist's coming at tke day of 
udgement. 
Serene, like as the days of Noah were, 
So shall the coming of God's Son appear ; 



Ckrist's certain and sudden a;;earance. 13 

Eating and Drinking, men will merry make, 
And carnal Souls Security will take. 

And like the thief who cometh in the night, 
So will the Son of Man in glory bright 
Come down, with numerous Angels, and the sound 
Of trumpets shrill, whose volte unnerves the ground. 

The dead arise ; Lord what a horrour here 
Is to the wicked, who must strait appear, 
And corne to Judgement O, how this begins 
To bring to mind their many wretched Sins! 

0 what sad shieks they make, and clam'rous cries, 
To see Hell gaping just before their eyes, 
The Heav'ns to melt away vith fervent heat, 
The Earth a burning underneath their feet. 

Ttte tlessed Slale of tAe Godly. 
But happy, ever happy, are the Sheep 
Of Christ, who joy for evermore will keep, 
When he shall say to Saints, Come, corne thee hither, 
You of my chosen Flock, blest of the Father. 

The Kingdom now enjoy, for you prepar'd 
Before the heav'ns vere made, or world was rear'd. 
Oh ! what soul-ravishing sweet nevs is this ! 
Angels attend them presently to bliss. 



4 The Great Mssize. Or, 

Tlte l[isera6[e Stage of tige IVickcd. 
But hark] what grief the Damnèd does attend, 
Who bave no Advocate to stand their Friend : 
Sentence must passed be, "Go, go to dwell 
In Firey Burnings in the Lake of Hell ! 

Depart with Devils which did you entice 
To hate your Saviour, and cleave to Vice 
Go to that Everlasting Pit, and lye 
Howling with firey Friends perpetually 

0 what a vretched sight 'twill be to see 
The Devils dragging them to misery ! 
Husbands to see their Wives convey'd to Bliss, 
Whilst they, 'mongst Damnèd, quite Salvation miss. 

Son from the Father, Father from the Son, 
Must partest be in the great day of Doom ; 
Praising of God, and own it tobe just 
Their own Relations are with Devils curst. 

The Godly they to Heaven take their flight, 
Whilst vicked take their course to Hell out-right. 
Lord ! let us watch continually, and pray 
That we may be prepare'd for that Great Day. 



C]trisl's Certain and sudden aearance.  5 

Give us Repentance, that, whilst here we live, 
We may the offers of thy Son receive ; 
Then feed out souls, good God ! with thy rich grace, 
That we may stand belote out Saviour's face. 

Prinled for . ]roottolp, at tle Golden-all in 
pr=ornrr'nea g.trot--mitfirll. 
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Glad Tydings from Heaven ; Or, 
Christ's glorious Inuitation to all Sinners, 
wherein is described the misery of his blan- 
hood, and the bitternesse of his Passion en- 
dureth for man : 

vrith sundry reasons inferred, to moue Worldlings to 
repentance. 
To TtIE TUNE OF The Dolefull Shehard, or 
Sandy Soyle. 

Awake from sinne ! vaine man, awake! 
Unto repentance thee betake ! 



Glad Tydi(s./rom 
Thy Saviour caIls, O corne to me, 
And I will.ease and comfort thee. 

I7 

My Father, as the Scripture saith, 
Delights not in a Sinner's death ; 
And therefore hath sent me, lais Scnnc, 
That sinners all to me might corne. 

Then corne to me 'tis onely I 
Can helpe thee in thy misery ; 
'Tis I can wash thy foule offence, 
And cloath thy soule with innocence. 

And tl:at thou maist assured be 
What paines I have suff'red for thce, 
Attend! giue eare, and listen well 
Unto the things that I shall tell. 

First, being God, I did become 
man ; nay, worse, a scorne to some,i 
Was lou'd of some, despis'd of most, 
Still on the sea of sorrowes tost. 

No sooner to this world I came, 
But Herod would my life have tane ; 
And wheresoever I did flye, 
I was not free from miser)'. 



Glad Tydings from tteaven. 

Cold, hunger, thirst, sad griefe, and pairie, 
And all that frailty doth sustaine, 
1VIy humane nature brought to me; 
All this I felt, O man! for thee. 

Sad sighes, deepe grones, & sweating blood, 
I did endure to doe thee good ; 
So tërrible my torment xvas, 
That once I would have had it passe. 

And, to conclude the Tragedy 
Of all my wofull misery, 
The Jewes, at their high Priests command, 
Did corne and take me out of hand. 

Next was I brought to Caiihas' Hall, 
There to appeare before them all ; 
And at length decreed it xvas 
"l'hat I must surfer on thc Crosse. 

But first, they did there all agree 
\Vith xvhips to scourge and punish me ; 
\Vhich being done, then presentl), 
I wa convey'd to Cahtarg,. 

Where, to augment my misery, 
They nailèd me upon a Tree ; 
And, 'cause I should not xvant disgrace, 
Betweene two theeves I had my place. 



Glad Tydins from Hcaz,en. 

And, being crowned with thornhs sharpe, 
Each one would, flouting at me, carpe; 
And he was counted there the best, 
That could deride and mocke me most. 

This done, to make an end of ail, 
They gave mee vinegar and gall; 
And lastly, they did pierce my side, 
Whence blood and xvater did proceed. 

t9 

The Second Part, to thc Same Tune. 

These torments, Man, I dld endure, 
That thou mightst be for ever sure 
Of life, and .corne with Faith to me, 
That I from »tane maght set thee free, 



2O 

Gla  T.duzgs rom 

Then come with Faith doe not despaire 
Although thy sinnes as crimson are. 
Yet bath my Blood them washed so, 
That they shall be as white as SHOW. 

If th u a murtherer ha_st beene, 
Or #ven to adulterous sinne, 
View 19auM, who was both, and yet, 
Repen: TM e d:d mcy et. 

If sc'__ , an.en tl »a Fa.st beene, 
Or stainea with incestuous sinne, 
See Lot, who fell into that lust. 
Yet by God's love **as counted just. 

If thou. by cursed Perjury, 
Ha_st cast thy soule in jeopardy, 
XVith P r's teares v.ash off thy sinne, 
And thou with him shalt mercy winne. 

If thou (of knowledge destitute) 
My Church didst ever persecute., 
Do hot despaire., but looke on Paul, 
And then f6r mercy to me calL 

The Prodigall, that thrifdesse sonne 
Who headlong into vice did runne, 
\Vas not cast off in miser3.- , 
\Vhen once "' Peccavi !'" he did cr)'. 



Glad Tydins fro»¢ lbrcaz,cn. 

ll/[ary a long time went astray, 
Yet did her teares wash sinne avay ; 
She thought it not too late, at last, 
Downe at my feet her selfe to east. 

The Theefe, that all his life had spent 
In sinne, not meaning to repent, 
Did at the length obtaine merey, 
'Cause he with penitence did dye. 

'Tis not the greatnesse of the crime 
Should make thee thinke it out of time 
For to repent, and on me call ; 
My passion can suffice for all. 

For all that sorrov for their sinne, 
And never more delight therein ; 
For thos that truly vill repent, 
For sueh my Father hath me sent. 

Then whatso'ere thou be, that art 
With sinne polluted, cleanse thy heart ; 
Come with a contrite soule to me, 
And I thine Advocate will be. 

Corne come! my Fathers wrath prevent ; 
Leave off your folly, and repent! 
0 come to me ! I call againe, 
Let not my Passion be in vaine. 

2I 



Glad Tydings /rom Iteaz'en. 

Now those that fondly doe presume, 
Till utmost gaspe, in sinne to runne, 
Let them assure themselves of this, 
That of my mercy they may misse. 

FINIS. 

London Printed for C. W. 
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A Godly Song, entituled, A farmveil 
to the World, made by a Godly Christian, named 
Tkomas Byll, being the Parish Clerke of II/est- 
Felton, as he lay upon his Death-bed, shewing the 
vanitie of the World, and his desire tobe dis- 
solved. 

To THE TUllE OF Fortune, my Foe! 

Behold, O Lord, a Sinner in distresse, 
Whose heart is vext with inward heavinesse ! 
Remit my sinnes, my God, and mercie showe, 
For here I live in griefe, perplext with woe. 

All flesh is frayle, and brittle like to glasse ; 
blan's life, like fading Flowers, away doth passe ; 
M y time is corne that I from heflce must goe, 
Then for sweet J esus' sake, Lord mercy showe. 



34 A Godly Son. 

The day and houre is come that I must dye ; 
I trust my Soule shall strait ascend the skye, 
Where Saints and Angells ever doe rejoyce, 
Giving him praises due, with heart and voice. 

Oh ! sinfull Man, deferre not thou the time ; 
Up aco&'s Ladder, Father, let me clime, 
Where as thy Angells up and down descend, 
Betwixt my Soule and Bodie, at my end. 

I must not die never to rise againe, 
But I must die for to be freed from paine ; 
bly Saviour, by his death, hath bought my lire, 
To raigne with him when finisht is this strife. 

My earthly Spirits fayle, my time is run; 
lly face is wan ; thy Messenger is come, 
A welcome Guest, that welcome is to mec, 
To beare my hence unto felicitie. 

My Sun is sette, I bave not long to stay, 
But, ere the morning, I shall see a day 
That shall outshine the splendour of the Sun, 
When to the holy Trinity I tome. 

Me thinks I (casting up my dying eyes) 
Behold the Lord in glory on the skies, 
With all his heavenly Angells in that place, 
Smiling with joy to see his cheereful face. 



" A k',trewell to tke worhl." 

5 

Both King and Kesar, every one, must die, 
The stoutest heart the sting of death must trie ; 
The Rich, the Poore, the Aged, and the Babe, 
When Sickle comes, each flower then doth fade. 

Then, World, farewell ! I see ail is but vaine ; 
From dust I came, to dust I must againe ; 
No humane pomps our life from death can stay ; 
Vhen time is come, we must forthwith away. 

For worldlie pleasure is but vanitie ; 
None can redeeme this life from death, I see ; 
Nor Cresus' wealth, nor .Zllexanarers fame, 
Nor Samsons strength, that could Deaths fury tame. 

Our Father Idam, he for sin did fall, 
Which brought destruction present on us ail ; 
But, heavenly Father thou thy Sonne ddst send 
Us to redeeme, his deerest blood didst spend. 

Farewell, deere Wife and my seven Children small, 
For I must goe when as the Lord doth call ; 
The Glasse is run--my time is past away-- 
The trumpe doth sound--I can no longer stay. 

Nothing but one I in this world doe cl'ave, 
That is, to bring my Corpes dead to the Grave ; 
And Angells shall my Soule in safetie keepe, 
Whilst that my Bodie in the grave doth sleepe. 



26 A Godly Song. 

The Bells most sweetly ringing doe I heere, 
And now sterne Death with speed approacheth neere; 
But the Bell towling doe I heare at last,m 
Sweet Lord ! receive my Soule when death is past. 

FINIS. 

TAomas Byll. 
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The Soules Petition at Heauen Gate ; 
Or, the Second Part of the Clerke of lVest-Fellon, 
being Thomas Byll. 
To TItE SAME TUNE. 
0 God which framedst both the earth and skye, 
With speed give eare unto my wofull crye ; 
Receive my Soule with thee for to remaine 
In Angells' blisse, where thou, 0 Lord! dost teigne. 

Though I against thy Lawes rebelled have, 
For my rebellion, Lord ! I mercie crave ; 
Remit my sinnes, though I have done amisse, 
For Jesus' sake take me into true blisse, 

Where joyes are evermore without an end, 
And heavenly Quiristers the time doth spend 
In singing Himnes and praises to the Lord, 
Lifting up heart and voice with one accord. 



Oh! what a comfort is it for to see 
The sacred Face of such a Majestie 
As thou, 0 God amongst thy Angells bright, 
The which no mortall can behold with sight. 

Cast me not, Lord, out from before'that face, 
But vith thy Saints grant me a dwelling place ; 
And from thy Throane, O Lord, doe not expell 
My Soule, but grant that it with thee may dwell. 

Let me with Dauid beg to keepe a doore 
In that hie Court. where joyes are evermore ; 
In Abrahams bosome, Father, let me sit ; 
Cast not my Soule into the fierie pit. 

Consume me hOt in thy provoked ire, 
But mercie grant " O Lord, I thee desire, 
And though I thee offended have by sinne, 
Shut hOt the doore, but let me enter in. 

I must confesse I thee offended have, 
And am not vorthy pardon to for crave ; 
But now with thee all mercy is alone, 
To whom my Soule for mercy now is flowne. 

Take pitty, then, O Lord, for Jesus' sake 
Into thy Tabernacle my Soule take ; 
Remember how thy Sonne for me hath dyde, 
And for my sake deathes passions did abide. 



" The 5"oules Pctition at lrcazzn Gale. " 29 

He is the Key the gate for to unlock ; 
He makes me entrance when my soule doth knock; 
Unto repentant Soules, by promise, gave 
That they with him a place in Heaven should have. 
Then open unto me, O Lord, thy Gate, 
Where thou as King doth raigne in high estate; 
Confound me not with them that vicked are, 
But in thy mercies let me have a share. 
Deale not in justice vith my Soule, O Lord ! 
For then a heavie sentence thou'lt award ; 
I f sinfull Soules should have their due desert, 
In Hell's hot flame they should for ever smart. 
Grant that my Soule may enter in truc blisse ; 
Condemne me not, though I have don amisse; 
But let my Soule vith heavenly Angells sing 
Most joyfully to thee, my Lord and King. 
For there are joyes which ever shall endure,-- 
The waters sweet of Life flow there most pure ; 
There shall no worldly tares our minds molest, 
But there shall we remaine in truest test. 
Which blest inheritance, O Lord, I pray, 
Give to each Christian in thy righteous way ; 
Grant that we all may gaine felicitie, 
In Heaven to dwell above the starrie skie. 
FINIS. 
London, printed for Henry Gossen. 
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Good Aie for my M oney. 
The Good-Fellows resolution of strong Aie, 
That cures his nose from looking pale. 
To THE TUNE OF The Counlrey Lasse. 
Be merry, my friends, and list a while 
unto a merry jest ; 
It may from you produce a smîle, 
when you heare it exprest,-- 
Of a young man lately married, 
which was a boone good fellov, 
This song in's head he alwaies carried 
when drink had made him mellow : 
[ cannol go homc, nor [ ,ill nol oo home, 
Il's lonff of 1Ire oyle of Barly ; 
Ile larry all nz,hl./or n O. dchhl, 
and ffo /tome in the mornin early. 
No Tapster stout, or Vintner fine, 
quoth he, shall ever get 
One groat out of this purse of mine, 
to pay his master's debt : 
Why should I deal with sharking Rookes, 
that seeke poor gulls to cozen, 
To give twelve pence for a quart of wine ? 
of ale 'twell bu), a dozen. 
Twill make me sing 2" «annot, c. 



Good t le Æor my )I[oney. 
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The old renowned I-pocrist 
and Raspie doth excell ; 
But never any wine could yet 
my honour please to swell. 
The Rhenish wine, or Muskadine, 
sweet Malmsie is too fulsome ; 
No give me a cup of Barlie broth, 
for that is very wholesome. 
'will nmke me sing, I eannot, 7"c. 

Hot waters are to me as death, 
and soone the head oreturneth. 
And Nectar hath so strong a breath ; 
Canary, when it burneth, 
It cures no paine, but breaks the braine, 
and raps out oathes and curses, 
And makes men part with heavie heart, 
but light it makes their purses. 
I cannotgo home, 

Some say Metheglin beares the name 
with Perry and swee, t Sider; 
'Twill bring the body out of frame, 
and reach the belly wider ; 
Which to prevent I am content 
with aie that's good and nappie, 
And when thereof I have enough, 
I thinke my selle most happy. 
I «annol go home, &c. 



Good Aie for my 3Iono'. 

Ail sorts of men, when they do meet, 
both trade and occupation, 
With curtesie each other greet, 
and kinde humiliation ; 
A good coale tire is their desire, 
whereby to sit and parly ; 
They'le drinke their aie, and tell a tale, 
and go home in the morning early. 
I cannotgo hotte, 

Your domineering, swaggering blades, 
and Cavaliers that flashes,-- 
That throw the Jugs against the walls, 
and break in peeces glasses,m 
When Bacchus round cannot be round, 
they will, in merriment, 
Drinke ale and beere, and cast off care, 
and sing with one consent : 
cannot goe home, &c. 

The Second Part to the Saine Tune. 

Here, honest rohn, .to thee Ile drinke, 
and so to IVill and Thomas ; 
None of this company, I thinke, 
will, this night, part from us; 
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While we àre here, wee'll joyne for beere, 
like lively lads together l 
We have a house over our heads,-- 
a fig for ranie weather. 
I «annot go home, nor I will hOt go lzome, 
Il's 'long of the oyle of arly ; 
I stay aH nçhtr n delight, 
vM o Aome in ffw wrninff early. 

Heres mug, the smith, and Ned, the cook, 
and Frank, the fine felt-maker ; 
Heres Sleven with his silver hooke, 
and Vat, the lustie baker ; 
Heres Harry & Dick, vith & Greg and 2Vt'coe ; 
heres Timolhy, the Tailor; 
Heres honest Ix'il, nere spoke of yet, 
and Georfe, thc joviall Sayler. 
That cannot 

Wee'll sit and bouse, and merrily chat 
and freely we will joyne ; 
For care neere paid a pound of debt, 
nor shall pay none of mine. 
Here is but eighteen pence to pay, 
since every man is willing ; 
Bring drinke with ail the speed you may0 
wee'll make it up two shillings. 
Vo.  
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Good Ale for my 

Let Father frowne, and Mother chide, 
And Uncle seeke to finde us ; 
Here is good lap, here will we laide, 
weele leave no drinke behinde us. 
A proverbe old I have heard told 
by my deere dad and grandsire, 
He was hang'd that left his drinke behinde," 
therefore this is our answer, 
IVe annol 'c, 

eames, the Joyner, he hath paid, 
And Anlhony, the Glover ; 
Our hostesse hath a pretty maid, 
I cannot chuse but love her: 
Her pot she'll fill with right good will ;-- 
here's aie as browne as a berry, 
Twill make an old woman dance for joy, 
and an old man's heart full merry. 
I cannol _c. 

'Twill make a Souldier domineere, 
and bravely draw his rapier ; 
Such vertue doth remaine in beere, 
'Twell make a Cripple caper : 
Women with men will, now and then, 
sit round and drinke a little ; 
Tom Tinkers vife, on Friday night, 
for drinke did pawrle her kettle 
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She could hot corne honte, nor would hot con.,e honte, 
ber ball A, bean to rumble ; 
She had no power lo go nor sland, 
bul aboul lhe slrcet did lumblc. 

Thus to conclude my verses rude, 
would some good fellowes here 
Would joyne together pence a peece, 
to buy the singer beere : 
I trust none of this company 
will be herewith offended ; 
Therefore. call for your Jugs a peece, 
and drink to him that pen'd it. 

Finis. 

Lawrence Price. 

Printed at London. 
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A good Wife, or none. 
To A PLEASANT NEW TUI'E. 
The blazing Torch is soone burnt out, 
the Diamonds light abides ; 
The one in glory shines about, 
the other its vertue hides : 
That sparke (if any) shall be mine, 
that else gives light to none ; 
For if to every one shee shine, 
I had raMcr lie alone. 

The Glow-worm in the dark gives light 
unto the view of many ; 
The Moone she shewes her selle by night, 
and yeelds herselfe to any : 
But if my Love should seeme to be 
of every one so knowne, 
She never more should shine on me, 
I had raloeer lçe alone. 

Ile not consume, nor pine away-- 
as other loyers doe-- 
For such as, wandring, walke astray, 
and never will prove true: 
Ile set as light by any shee, 
as shee by me bath done, 
And fixe my love on constancie, 
or else will lye alone. 



A good 4,rife, or none. 

A willow Garland for my head 
I never meane to weare ; 
I need no piIlow for my bed ; 
I yet am void of care : 
A single lire is without strife, 
and freed from sigh and grone ; 
For such contentments of my lire 
lte cAose go lie alone. 

Once did I love the fairest Love 
that ever eye did see; 
But she did most unconstant prove, 
and set no love by me : 
And ever since my mind is such, 
to lend my love to none ; 
Because I have been crost so much, 
lle ever lie alone. 

The beautie of the fairest Flowre, 
so pleasing to the eye, 
Doth fade and wither in an boute, 
and no man sets thereby : 
So deales my fairest faire with me, 
her joyes in love are gone; 
Wherefore the wanton world shall see 
Ile dtoose go lye alone. 
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The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 
Well may we picture C,id blinde, 
which, roving, shot his dart, 
And made my lover most unkinde, 
to steale away my heart, 
Which cannot be restor'd againe, 
it is so love sicke grmvne ; 
For she hath kil'd it with disdaine, 
lherefore Ile lie alone. 
Within that face I once did sec 
two diamond eyes, whose bright 
and glistring beames so dazled me, 
that I was ravisht quite, 
And struck so blind, I could not sec 
the .vay that I had gone ; 
But from fond love I'm now set free, 
and choose to 19,e alone. 
This single life breeds golden ease; 
no jealous thoughts offend ; 
Unwedded wights goe where they please, 
and feare no changing friend ; . 
While married mates, vith musing mind, 
doe sob, and sigh, and grone, 
Because their Turtles prove unkind ; 
lho-efore, Ile 1)'e alone. 



,4 Good Vife, or none. 

What if the Villow Garland be 
appointed for my lot ? 
Yet this content shall comfort me, 
false love is soone forgot : 
A second Love may make amends, 
now that the first is gone ; 
For Cresid kind had choyce of friends, 
else still ltad lieu alone. 

For if I could but cull my Choyce 
out of 13iana's traine, 
Who will not heare the tempter's voice, 
then might I love againe, 
And choose some yet more constant light 
then that which lately shone, 
My equall fancie to requite, 
Or slill Ile lye alone. 

For rime and opportunitie 
will win the coyest Dame. 
And overcome the chastest she 
that bears the bravest naine : 
Yea, Man vas made tor Woman's good, 
not like the idle drone,-- 
But for to heat and stirre the blood ; 
and hot to lye alone 
FINIS. 
Imprinted at London for Francis Coules, 
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Good Counsell for young Wooers: 

Shewing the Way, the Meanes, and the Skill, 
To xvooe any Woman, be she xvhat she will : 
Then all young men that are minded to wooe, 
Corne, here this new I3allad, and buy't ere you goe. 

To a dainty new tune, or else it may be 
Sung to the tune of Prettie tessee. 

Corne, ail you young Pupils, that yet have no skill 
In wooing to get a fine Lasses good will, 
If you will be rulbd, and take my advice, 
Ile teach you to xvooe and speed in a trice : 
You must hot be daunted, whatever she say, 
He may speed tomorrow that's cast off to day. 
[ Then] ifyou will wooe a IVench wit]z a Mctcke firow, 
Acct of my Counscll, and Ile tell you how : 
J/ou must bisse ]ter, & coll ber, until shc doth yield,-- 
A fahtt ltcartcd SouMier will nev«r win fleld. 

You must set her beauty at very highest rate, 
And never leave xvooing her, early and late ; 
Tell her that her brow, like a black Loadstone, drawes 
Thy Iron heaxt to ber, as Jet will doe straws. 



Good Counsell for young Vvrooers. 
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When she doth conceive and perceive thy respect, 
Ere long thy industry shall find an effect. 
Then, you tkat ",vil wooe a wencl a'ill a black brow, 
Acct o t" m counsdl, &c. 

For take this from me, a blacke wench is still proud, 
And loves well to heare her praise set forth aloud ; 
Although she accuse thee of flattery oft, 
And tell thee she cannot abide to be scoft, 
Yet never leave praysing her--for, if thou dost, 
Thy speeches, thy paines, and thy love is all lost. 
Thot, if you will wooe a wench with a black brow, 
fccept of m Counsell, &c. 

Comply with her humour in every thing right, 
For that's the chiefe course that can give her 
delight ; 
If thou see her merry, then laugh, sing, and jest, 
Or tell some love-tales (this a maiden likes best) ; 
And when she is sad, then put finger i' th eye,-- 
For wooers (like women) must oft feigne a cry. 
Then, if you will wooe a wench wi/h a blacke brow, 
Acct of my Counsell, &c. 

If great be her Portion, and thou be but poore, 
Thy duty and paines must be so much the more ; 
Thou must vow good husbandry during thy life, 
That wilt thou not promise to get such a wife ? 
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Good Counsell for young IVooers. 

Gownes, Kirtles, and toyes of the fashion, all new, 
What though all thy xvords prove hot afterward 
true ? 
Then, if you will wooe a IVcnch wilh a black brow, 
,4ccept of »Ç Counsell, &c. 

If thou from her sight have beene too long axvay, 
Then redeeme thy negligence with longer stay ; 
And, if she be angry, be sure goe not thence 
Until thot force her with thy fault to dispence ; 
And tell l-er thou wilt not onely stay all day, 
But (if she please) thou wilt her all night obey. 
Then, if you will wooe a lVench wilh a black brow, 
tccel of my counsell, and Ile lell you how ; 
l'ou musl bisse ber, and coll ber, unlill she doe yield, 
For a fabtl-hearled Souldier will never wt)z dqeld. 

The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 

Have her to Weddings, playes, and merry meetings, 
Where she may notice take of Louers greetings ; 
Such objects often-times a motive be 
To make ber love thee, if she were a Lady. 
For when a Maid sees what is done by another, 
It more will perswade then advice from her Mother. 



Good Counsell for young IVooers. 
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Then, if you wtll wooe a IVenc]t with a black brow, 
tccept of my Counsell, and Ile tdl you how ; 
You musl kisse ]ter, and coll ber, unlil s]te doe yield, 
For a fahtl-hcarted Souldier will nez'er wt'n fleld. 

If unto a Faire thou doe goe, farre or nigh, 
Although thou have other great matters to buy, 
Yet, when thou com'st home againe, be not thou 
sparing 
To say thou went'st onely to buy her «, fayring : 
By this she will thinke thou wilt be a l:ind wretch, 
That would'st goe so farre off a fayring to fetch. 
Then you l]tal will wooe a IVench, &c. 

If she be in presence, vhen others are by, 
Where vords must be wanting, there vooe vith thy 
eye : 
Although it seeme strange, yet experience doth prove 
That the eye doth convey the first motion of Love ; 
And thou maist perceive by her eye, whether she 
Doe well correspond in affection with thee. 
Then if thou will wooe a [Vench, &c. 

When by these meanes (or by any of them) 
Thou hast got this favour of thy precious Gem, 
Be carefull to hold and keepe what thou hast got, 
The Proverbe says Strike the Iron while it is hot ; 
For, if thou protract, and let slip thy occasion, 
She's not so soone woone with a second persuasion. 
Then if thou wilt, &c. 
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Good Counsell for younff TVooers. 

Then well may'st pereeive, by the words that are past, 
That I doe advise thee to marry in haste ; 
A thing may be dasht when it comes to the push, 
And one bird in hand is worth vo in the bush: 
One day, nay, one houre (if thou like thy wife), 
May make thee, or marre thee, all the dayes of thy lire. 
Tken if you will wooe a I Venck, &c. 

Although, in my counsell, I let others passe, 
And only have mention made of a blaeke Lasse, 
Yet be thy sweet-heart either blaeke, browne, or 
ruddy, 
These Lessons, kind Wooer, are fit for thy study : 
Be she fayre or foule, be she Widdow or Maid, 
In wooing, a man must doe as I have said. 
A ll you that will wooe a Wozch, &c. 

And now, with this counsell, my ditty Ile end, 
And ifany Carper my skill discommend, 
Hee'le shew little wisedome my counsell to blame, 
For the wisest Wooer may follow the same ; 
And if they will hOt, for my part let them chuse. 
But once more I will them these Lines to peruse. 
Then if you will wooe a IVenck wilk a Mack krow, 
AcceiM of my counsell, and Ile lell3vu how ; 
You must kisse kcr, and coll Aer, unlo s/te doe yéld, 
24 faiul-/eartcd Souldier will nevtr win fleld. 
FINIS. M.P. 
Printed at London for F. G. 



An H undred Godly Lessons, 

That  Mother on her Death-Bed gave to her 
Children, whereby they may know how to Guide 
themselves towards God and Man, to the benefit 
of the Common-wealth, joy of their Parents, and 
good to themselves. 
To 'rHE TçlE o Dyin Christian's Exhortatio. 

My Children dear, mark well my words, 
and keep thy Parents will ; 
Consider daily in your minds 
the words which I shall tell : 
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./I Hundred Godly Lessons. 

The Gain is great which shall ensue ; 
good Counsel doth direct 
Their ways and actions for the best 
that do it hOt neglect. 

First, worship God above ail things ; 
vain swearing see you shun ; 
Hear much, but see )'ou little say, 
thereby much good is won. 
Speak thou no ill of any man ; 
tend well thine own affairs ; 
Bridle th/wrath and anger so 
that thereof come no cares, 

Be mild and gentle in thy speech 
both unto Man and Child ; 
Refuse not good and lawful gains ; 
with words be notbeguil'd. 
Forget hOt any good turn done, 
and hop thy Neighbours need ; 
Commit no ill in any case ; 
the huagry see thou feed. 

Cast no man in the Teeth with that 
which thou for him hast donc ; 
Remember flesh is fond and frail, 
and hatred sec thou shun. 



t [[undred Godly Lessons. 

Leave wicked things, then no mishap 
shall thee to trouble bring ; 
Crave no preferment of the Lord, 
nor honour of the King. 
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Boast not thy selfe before God's sight, 
who knows thy heart alxvay ; 
Offend not thou the multitude ; 
faint not when thou dost pray ; 
Scorne not a Man in misery ; 
esteem not tatling Tales ; 
Consider, Reason is exil'd 
when as a Drunkard rails. 

Use not thy lips to loathsome lies; 
by craft increase no wealth ; 
And strive not with a mighty man; 
with temperance nourish health. 
Look that thou order well thy words ; 
leave hOt thy Friend for Gold ; 
Trust not too much before thou try ; 
in vent'ring be not bold. 

I n God Repose thy strength and stay; 
with Tongue extol his praise ; 
Honour thy Parents, and the Lord 
he will prolong thy da)s. 
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A ttundred Godly Lessons. 
He that hls Father honour doth, 
God will forgive his sin ; 
Fie that his Mother loves, is like 
one that doth favour win. 

A Child, obedient to the Lord, 
his Mother comfort shall ; 
The father's Blessing stays the house, 
his eurse doth make it fall. 
A wise Child makes the father glad; 
fools do their Mother grieve ; 
And shame shall corne to such as do 
their Parents not relire. 

He that his Mother doth despise 
shall corne to naught and worse ; 
The Ravens shall pick out their eyes 
that do their Parents curse. 
From needy men turn not thy face ; 
let not thy right hand know 
What thou dost with thy left hand give, 
or on the Poor bestow. 

They that upon the Poor bestow 
unto the Lord doth lend ; 
And God unto such men again 
a thousaad fold will send : 



A tIundred Godly Lessons. 

As water doth the tire quench, 
whose fury great doth grow, 
Even so shall mercy quench their sins 
the which do mercy show. 

Hear thou God's word with earnest ear ; 
with wisdom answer make ; 
Be thou hot mov'd with every wind-- 
such course do sinners take. 
Thy talk will show thy faine or shame ; 
fools oft themselves annoy ; 
Trust not thy own will overmuch, 
for that may thee destroy. 

They that the living God do fear 
a faithful friend shall find ; 
A truc friend is a jewel rare 
and comforl lo lhe mt)d. 
ttear ,.çermons, lkal good sentences 
gkou_actyst conceive arig]zt ; 
In God's Commandments exercise 
tky self otl day and nigkt. 
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t  ttu n d'cd Godly .Z essous. 

Thlnk on the pain thy Mother had 
in bringing thee to life ; 
Fear God, who knowes thy secret thoughts, 
and look thou make no strife. 
Visit the sick with carefulness ; 
the Prisoner's grief consider ; 
Shew pitty to the fatherless, 
and God will thee deliver 



.,4 t[undred Godly Lessous. 

Help still to right the Widow's wrong ; 
remember still thine end ; 
So thou shalt never do amiss, 
nor wilfully offend : 
Trust not a Reconcil6d Friend 
more than a open Foe ; 
Who toucheth Pitch shall be defird ;-- 
take heed thou do hot so. 

S I 

Take nota wife that wanton is, 
and full of shameful words ; 
The flattering of an Harlot is 
at length more sharp than Swords. 
Cast hOt thy love on such a one 
whose looks can thee allure ; 
In every face where Beauty is 
the heart's not always pure. 

A woman faire and undiscreet 
is like a Ring of gold, 
The which in a Swines snout is set, 
unseemly to behold. 
The malice of lewd woman shun, 
for they will thee destroy ; 
Hate her that doth on every man 
set her delights and jo¥. 



I tlundreet Godl, Zessons. 

From others let thy praise proceed ; 
boast not thyself in ought ; 
Nor do hot hear a flattering tongue,-- 
thereby much iii is wrought. 
The Child that doth his Parents rob, 
and counteth it no sin, 
A vile destroyer he is deem'd, 
and shall no favour win. 

Correction bringeth wisdom sound ; 
fools hate good Counsell still ; 
That Child doth shame his Mother much 
that's let to have lais will. 
The good man's paths shine as the light 
that beautifies the da), ; 
The wicked know not where they walk, 
for darkness is their way. 

Put far from thee a froward mouth ; 
a slanderous tongue is iii; 
And do hot thou an Evious mind 
in any wise fulfill. 
A Harlot brings a lIan to beg ; 
in ber is round no truth ; 
In gladness, therefore, live and dye 
with the wife of thy Youth. 



, tZundred Godly Lessons. 
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Much Babling breedeth great offence ; 
he that speaks least is wise ; 
God's blessing only naakes naen Rich, 
trona thence all joys arise. 
Better is little, fearing God, 
than bags of gold got iii ; 
And better is one bit of bread 
than a fat Ox with ill will. 

Who brooks no warning, hates his soul ; 
true Age worship aright ; 
A patient Man far better is 
than one indued with might. 
Man's credit comes by doing good ; 
an hunable mint!, indeed, 
Is better than a Lyar proud, 
from whence vain brags proceed. 

By this, dear Children, you may learn 
how to direct your ways 
To God, to Prince, to Comnaon-vealth, 
whereon your xvelfare stays. 
Print well in your Remembrance 
the Lessons I have shown, 
Then shall you live in happy state 
when I ana dead and gone. 

Printed for A. Milbourn, in Green-Arbor-Court, 
in the Little Old-Baily. 
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H ave among you! good Women: 

Or, 

A High-way discourse betsveene old Villiam 
Starket, 
And Ro3in Ito3s, going to Maydstone market ; 
Good Women before hand let me you advise, 
To keepe your owne counsell, and so be held wise. 
If any one take in ill part what here's said, 
Shee'l shew by her kicking that shee's a gauld jade. 

To THE TUNE OF O SUC a Rogue 

Good morrow, old father Starket, 
whither goe you xvith such speed. 
Ime going to 3[aidstone Market 
to buy such things as I need. 
I care not if I goe along with you, 
if you goe no faster then I. 
I am very glad that I spide you, 
for I love good company. 
What thinke you of 41ce that sels butter, 
her neighbor's head-clothes she off pluckt, 
And she scolded from dinner to supper 
oh ! such a scold would be cuckt. 



Have among you ! g'ood women. 

There's many such birds in our towne, 
whose fury no reason can swage ; 
Ide give very gladly a croxvne 
to heare them all sing in a Cage  
Poore men in subjection are held 
so are modest vomen likexv[se 
Unlesse their owne mind be fulfill'd, 
they'll be ready to scratch out ones les. 
What thinke you of one the Spinner 
her husband's pocket she pickt, 
And she grudges her servants their dinner - 
Oh ! such a Queane would be kickt. 

Nay, kicking's too good for her ; 
her husband of her stands in awe ; 
Out of doores he dares not stirre 
for feare that he feele club law : 
If he to the Ale-house steale, 
shee'll go as fast, or faster, 
And there she will ring him a peale 
that is worse then Lord or Master. 
What thinke you of Ruth, the Seamstris ? 
her tongue tan no way be reclam'd ; 
She rules o're poor Tom, like an Empresse : 
Oh ! such a proud wench would be tam'd. 

'Tis pitty that men are such fooles 
to make themselves slaves to their wives ; 
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For still, where the foot the head rules, 
'tis wonder if any thing thrives. 
That man that will be his wife's drudg% 
of such a conceat I ara, 
That if I might be lais Judge, 
he should eat none o' th roasted Ram, 
What thinke you of one that cries pins 
come, eight rowes a penny ! cries shee ; 
She has broken her husband's shins, 
and sweares shee'll be drunke before hec. 

Why, wherefore all this doth he surfer ? 
why, if he should give her a check, 
She tels her friends how he doth cuff her 
and threatens to break her neck : 
So he, for feare shee'll cry out, 
dares neither to strike nor chide her, 
For shee'll give the word all about 
that his Queans will not let him abide her. 
What thinke you of drunken 5"ue 
for drinke she will sell ail her smocks ; 
I' th streets she will raile and spew ; 
'tis fit she were tam'd in the stocks. 
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The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 

Nay, sometimes, besides ber own getting, 
shee'll pawne his shirt and his breeches, 
Which all shall be spent at a sitting, 
and thus she increaseth his riches. 
What thinks her poore husband of that 
why, if he doe her reprehend, 
His face she will scratch like a Car, 
and sweares what she gets she will spend. 
What thinke you of Peg the Pie-woman ? 
her nose hath been cut and slasht, 
Shee's turn'd now a daves very common  
Oh! such a .Queaae would be ]asht. 

I.ast Saturday noone, at dinner, 
some spoke about her, I suppose, 
Ilow she was found nought with a Joyner, 
whose wi!e came and cut her Nose : 
Indeed, no body can blame ber, 
she has given her a mark to be knowne : 
And if all that will hot shame ber, 
the Hangman has markt her for his own. 
What thinke you of snuffelling late 
by her many woman have smarted ; 
She sels Maidenheads at a rate :" 
oh ! such a old Trot would be carted. 



5 8 Have among yu ! good a,Çmcu. 

Such cunning old sluts as she, 
indeed, are the ruine of many ; 
Such fast-holding Lime-twigs they be, 
that if they get hold of any, 
There's no speech at all of dismissing, 
whiles money their turne can serve. 
Thus, whiles he his Minion is kissing, 
his poore wife and children may starve. 
What thinke you of l[adge that cries wheat 
she makes her poor husband shed teares ; 
She useth to cozen and cheat, 
but the Pillory gapes for her eares. 

I heard lately how she did deale 
with a Butcher, a notable blade, 
Whom she guld of a quarter of Veale, 
and thus she set up her trade " 
Since that she hath done many a sleight 
as bad, or rather worse ; 
If you in her company 'light, 
I wish you take heed of your purse. 
What think );ou of quarrelling IV'an, " 
that will to no goodnesse be turn'd 
She threatens to kill her good man " 
oh! such a Queane would be burned. 

I me sorry to heare that nexves, 
when man and wife are at strife  



Have amo:£ yo:t ! good womcu. 

Alas ! neighbour, how can you chuse, 
when a man goe in danger on's lire ? 
Loe! thus we have talkt away rime, 
and nowe perforce must we part; 
The Market is now in the prime, 
then farewell with all my heart : 
Commend me to Doll at the Crowne, 
that message must not be mist; 
Shee's the kindest Hostis in the towne : 
oh ! such a Lasse would be kist. 

But stay, neighbour, harke you one word, 
which I had forgotton before,-- 
What heare you of little Kate Bird . 
some say she is turn'd arrant whore. 
Indeed, neighbour, I thought no lesse, 
since that with her I was acquainted ; 
A man can no otherwise guesse, 
her face is most basely painted : 
She lodges with mouldy fac't 2Vell, 
and I doubt they will never be parted 
'Till the one get the lash in Bridewell 
and the other from Newgate.be carte& 
FINIS. M.P. 
Printed at London for Tlomas Lamaerl. 
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Household Talke ; or, 
Good Councell for a Married Man. 
Deliuered in a Prittie" Dialogue, By Roger a 
Batchelor, to Simon, a (Iealous) Married-man. 
To "riJ Tw oF tuckle and Thong-a. 

Sillol. 
Neighbour Roger, woe is me ! 
I am sorely discontented ; 



No redresse at all I see ; 
more and more I am tormcnted : 
Night and Day 
I pine away, 
Whilst my dearest fi'iends doe scoffe me ; 
to my face they (boldly) say 
.b, ly Cosen makes a Cuckold of me. 
Ioger. 
Neighbour Simon, be not sad, 
let hot Passion over-sway thee ; 
If thy Wife will be so bad 
that in such false coine shee'lle pay thee, 
Why, therefore, 
Shouldst thou deplore, 
Or weare stockings that are yellow ? 
rush ! be blith, (man !) greive no more, 
A Cuckold is a good man's fellow. 
Si»son. 
Ah] how can I chuse but be 
griev'd and vexèd out of measure, 
When, with mine owne eyes, I zee 
him a Rivall in m¥ pleasure ? 
With sore sobs 
bly bosome throbs, 
\Vhen I heare my neighbours scoffe me; 
of ail joy my heart it robs, 
1I¥ Cosen makes a Cuckold of me. 



Itouschoht Td/,'c, 

t?ogcr. 
Jealousie's a mad disease, 
and upon the brain it worketh ; 
Like tormenting Lice, or Fleas, 
it in secret corners lurketh ; 
But that he, 
Who ere he be, 
Shewes himselfe in wit but shallow, 
to be vext with Jealousie ;-- 
A Cuckold is a good man's fellow. 
SllilOil. 
'Tis a saying, long agoe 
us'd by those that know it truely, 
Every man can tame a Shroe 
but he who hath a wife unruly : 
And he that weares 
The Shooe declares 
Best where it wrings him--doe hot scoffe 
this report still fills mine eares, 
My Cosen makes a Cuckold of me. 
Rogcr. 
Tush, then t it seemes 'tis bare report[ 
not apparent by Probation ; 
Neighbour, I ara sorry for 't, 
that, on such a weake foundation, 
You should frame 
Such a Faine 



Good Counsell [or a 2Iarried-l1an. 

Of your vife ; 'tis nought, I tell you ; 
yet, suppose she were to blame, 
A Cuckoll is a good man's fellow. 

Alas! deare neighbour, you mistake ; 
'tis not on meere supposition 
That I this relation make,-- 
I have grounds for my suspition 
He and shee 
So agree 
That unto my face they scoffe me ; 
any man ma)" easily sec 
My Cosen makes a Cuckold of me. 

.0£. 
Presuppose that ail be truc 
(as I hardly can beleeve it), 
Yet it is but vaine for you 
in the worst sence to concelve it ; 
I dare say 
(as I may) 
It's but flammes some Gossips tell you ; 
Yet if she have gone astray, 
A Cuckold is a good man's fellow. 
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llo».rdohl Tal/vr, 

The Second Part, to the Sarne Tune. 

Truely, nelghbour Roger, now 
I perceive that )'ou are leaning 
To defend (if)'ou knew how) 
the knave and queane,--I find your meaning [ 
I suppose 
¥' are one of those 
That behlnd my backe will score me[ 
now I finde the game, how 't goesj 
big Cosen makes a Cuckold of mg. 



God Cousell for a l;rarriecl-3[an. 

Roger. 
Jealous Coxcombe ! leave thy prate ; 
doe not thus bewray thy folly ; 
If Cornuting be thy fate, 
be not mad with Melancholy ! 
I doe scorne 
To subborne 
He or she, in vice to wallow ; 
yet l'de have thee bide thy horne, 
A Cuckold is a good man's fellow. 
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Simon. 
Neighbour Roger, when you corne 
into th' row of neighbours married, 
I beleeve you'le not be dumbe, 
if things be no better carried 
Then they be 
Now with me ; 
Farre and neere the people scoffe me ; 
like you, I xvish that I were free ; 
My Cosert makes a Cuckold of me. 

VoL, 

Roger, 
Neighbour Sim, I doe hot know 
what my fate may be in choosing ; 
But if I e're corne i' th' row, 
l'me resolv'd hot to be musing 
II, 
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HouseAold Talke, or, 

Whether she 
Be true to me, 
I will not shew myselfe so shallow, 
for, if I be like to thee, 
A Cuckold is a good man's fellow 

Honest Roger, by my troth, 
thou hast gi ven me satisfaction ; 
From henceforth, upon my oath, 
(unlesse I take them in the action) 
I will not 
My selle besot 
With Jealousie, that made some scoffe me ; 
yet, 'twill hardly be forgot, 
My Cosen makes a Cuckold of me. 

Roger. 
Prethee, Sim, forget it quite, 
thinke thy wife is constant to thee ; 
This is one thing, marke it right, 
many good turnes it will doe thee. 
If thou seeke 
Her use to breake, 
Rather strive to stop a Billow 
o the Sea ; tush ! nevcr speake ; 
A Cuckold is a good man's fellow. 



Simon. 
Now I ara resolv'd to th' full, 
never more I will be jealous, 
Nor will I mistrust my Scull ; 
Ile be merry with good fellowes ; 
Home Ile hie, 
By and by, 
Kisse my \Vite (with due submission) ; 
thankes, sweete Roger, heartily, 
For thy holsome admonition. 
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London, Printed for the Assignes of Thon.,.as 
cocks, and are to bee sold by Francis Grove, 
dwelling upon Show-bill. 
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A Health to ail Good-Fellowes ; 
OR 
The good Companions Arithmaticke. 

To a'FIF. TuNE oi To drive lhe coM Vinler away. 

Be merry, my hearts, and call for your quarts, 
And let no liquor be lacking ; 
We have gold in store : we purpose to roare 
untill we set care a packing. 
Then, Hostis, make baste, and let no tilde vaste ; 
Let every man have his due ; 
To save shooes and trouble, bring in the 
double, 
for he that made one, ruade two. 

pots 

Ile drinke up my drinke, and spcak what I thinke ; 
strong drinke will make us speake truely ; 
We cannot be termed ail drunkards confirmed, 
so long as we are not unruly. 
Wee'le drinke and be civill, intending no evil; 
if none be offended at me, 
As I did before, so Ile adde once more, 
and he that ruade two, ruade three. 



,xI [-[ealtk fo all Good-Fdlows. 
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The greedy Curmudgin sits all the day snudging 
at home with browne bread and small beare ; 
To Coffer up wealth he starveth himselfe,-- 
scarce eats a good meale in a yeare : 
But Ile hOt do so, how ere the world go, 
so long as I' ve money in store; 
I scorne for to faile--go 7 fill us more #,le, 
for he that ruade three, ruade foare. 

Why sit you thus sadly ? because I call madly 
I meane not to leave in the lurch ; 
My reckoning Ile pay ere I go away, 
else hang me as high as a Church. 
Perhaps you will say this is not the way ; 
they must pine that in this world will thrive ; 
No matter for that, wee'le laugh and be fat, 
for he that ruade foure, ruade rive. 

To those my good friends my love so extends, 
I cannot truely expresse it ; 
When with you I meet, your words are so sweet, 
I am unwilling to misse it. 
I hate all base slaves, that their money saves, 
and all those that use base tricks ; 
For with joviall blades I'm as mery as the maids ; 
and he that ruade rive, ruade six. 
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.I tlcalth to ail Gocd-F«lloz,'s. 

Then drinke about round, till sorrow be drownd, 
and let us sing h O, damne a derr.t, ; 
I cannot endure to sit thus demure, 
for hither I came to be merry : 
Then plucke up a good heart before we depart ; 
with my Hostesse we will make even ; 
For I am set a madding, and still will be adding ; 
For he that made six made seven. 

The Second Part, to the Saine Tune. 



t tfealth to ttll Good-Ftllows. 

Sad melancholly will bring us to folly, 
and this is deaths principall magnet ; 
But this course I will take,--it never shall make 
me looke otherwise than an agnet. 
And in more content my time shall be spent, 
and Ile pay every man his right ; 
Then, Hostesse, go fill, and stand not so still, 
for he that ruade seven, made eight. 

At home, I confesse, with my wife, honest tesse, 
I praetise good husbandry well; 
I followed my ealling to keepe me from falling ; 
my neighbours about me that dwell 
Wil praise me at large for maintaining my charge; 
but when I to drinking incline, 
I seorne for shrinke,--go fetch us more drinke ; 
for he that ruade eight, ruade nine. 

Then while we are here wee'le drinke Aie & Beer, 
and freely out money wee'le spend : 
Let no man take eare for paying his share, 
if need be, Ile pay for my friend. 
Then, Hostesse, make haste, and let no time waste ; 
You're welcome ail, kind Gentlemen : 
Never feare to carowse while there is beere in the 
bouse ; 
for he that ruade nine, ruade ten. 



A l¢ealth fo all Good-Fellows. 

Then, Hostesse, be quicker, and bring us more liquor, 
and let no attendance be missing ; 
I cannot content me to see the pot empty,-- 
a full cup is well worth the kissing. 
Then, Hostesse, go fetch us some, for till you do come 
we are of all joyes bereaven ; 
¥ou know what I meane, make haste, come againe; 
for he that made ten, made eleven. 
With merry sollaces, quite voyd of all malice, 
with honest good fellowes that's here, 
No cursing nor swearing, no staring nor tearing, 
amongst us do seeme to appeare. 
When we have spent all, to labour we rail, 
for a living wee'le dig or wee'le delve ; 
Determin'd tobe bounteous and free : 
he that made eleven, made twelve. 
Now I thir, kit is fit, and most requisit, 
to drinke a health to out wives ; 
The which being done, wee'le pay and be gone, 
strong drinke all our wits now deprives : 
Then Hostesse, let's know the summe that we owe,-- 
twelve pence there is for certaine ; 
Then fill t' other pot, and here's money for't ; 
for he that made twelve, made thirteene. 
London Printed for Henry Gosson. 
FINIS. 
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Halfe a dozen of good Wives" 
AI1 ICor a 
Kind Cozens, or Country-men, what ere you be, 
If you want a good penny-worth, corne, buy it of me ; 
Sixe Wives for a penny, a young one or old, 
A cleanely good huswife, a Slut or a Scold. 

To THE TtliE OF The cleane contrary way. 

If any standers by 
that leads a single life, 
Desirious be of marriage, 
and faine would have a Wife, 



74 

Half a dozén of good IVives. 

Unto the signe of Fortune 
let him forthxvith repaire, 
And either she, or I, will helpe 
such customers to ware : 
For, in my rime, I ave 
made proo]e of halle a dozen, 
Mnd if thou hast ct mind unto 't 
corne, take one, honest Cozen, 
ok ! conte, take ber, honest Cozen. 

The first of all my Wives 
did prove so crosse a Dame, 
What ere I said, she still would doe 
contrary to the same : 
She is so obstinate 
that she must have her will, 
And, let me doe the best I can 
she xvill be Master still : 
Oh ! this was my good IVife 
the best [of the half dozen], &c. 

Besides all these good parts 
she "as humours rive or sixe, 
Though I please ber nere so well at home, 
she'll play the mcretrixe ; 
For, if my backe be turn'd, 
abroad she straight must gad, 



llalJ a do«eu o./ good Il ves. 

And, to be briefe, she is so crosse, 
as I am ene horne mad. 
O, 1Iris was myflrsl [Vile, 
1]e 3esl, &c. 
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The second wife I had 
was not so light as she ; 
But yet she had, I speake to her praise, 
as rare a quality. 
A thrifty Dame she was, 
which prov'd ber greatest fault, 
he let the Maggotts crawle i' th' meat 
to save the charge of salt. 
Oh, 1]ris was my good 
the est, of the half do=en, &c. 

And, when she went to Market, 
good penny worths she bought ; 
The cheap'st she laid her hands upon 
she alwayes with her brought ; 
But if that I dislik'd 
what she had done that day, 
Shee'd keepe the best untill it stunke 
and throw the rest away. 
O, tkis was my good IVife, 
the &est, &c. 
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ItaoEa dozen of good IVives. 

The third was somewhat cleanely, 
but yet a drtnken Sot ; 
Shee'd pawne all things for Ale and Beere, 
whatever she had got; 
Shee scarce would leave a smocke 
or shooe upon her foot, 
But at the Alehouse all these went, 
and somewhat else to boot. 
O, lais was my good H/'ife, 
the &est of tire halle doyen ; 
And EE thou'rt w«ary of cingle l, 
Then lake ber, konest Cozen : 
O, lken take ker, konest Cozen. 

The second Part to the Same Tune. 

But )'et she had skill in spinning, 
with her the world runs on wheeles ; 
On any ground where ere she cornes, 
she cannot stand but reeles. 
And yet but once a weeke 
with drinke shee's overtaine, 
XVhich lasteth still from Sunday night 
till Sunday corne again. 



ttalf a dozen oJ Kood Vies. 

Oh, this was my good wOre, 
the est o/the halle dozen, 
And OE th'art weari« of a snle l(fe, 
tIlen take her, honest «oze ; 
oh, then take ber, lmnest cozen. 
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The fourth good Wife of mine 
was wondrous carefull bent ; 
She had a care of the maine chance, 
to see how ail things went ; 
She never would be quiet, 
if from ber sight I were, 
For feare lest I should spend it ail, 
and she hOt have a share. 
O, this was my good wife, 
The best, &c. 

And if unto a Taverne 
without ber I had gone, 
She xvould be there as soon as I, 
Oh! 'twas a loving one ! 
And for my iii husbandry 
shee'd keepe a piteous coyle, 
And call me Rogue and Cuckold too, 
but what was she the while ? 
I tkinke one ofmy Munis, 
the best, &c. 
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ttalf a do=ot of good Wives. 

The fifth was a good old woman, 
and had great care of mee ; 
How could she chuse ? for, by her age, 
she might my Grandam bee ; 
And, though I say it myselfe, 
she stood me in great stead, 
I durst trust ber in any place 
and never feare my head. 
O, lais was one of my wives. 
tAe best, &c. 

Ye.t, if I chanc'd to kisse, 
or on a young xvench lookt, 
You would not thinke, poor harmles soule, 
how pitiously she took't ; 
For often times she'd blame me 
that I abroad should rome, 
And love another, when I had 
so good a piece at home. 
O, lhis was my good wife, 
lire &est, &c. 

But, oh! the last of all, 
she had an excellent tono-ue, 
Which is the rarest property 
that does to a woman belong : 
&nd if I had but vext her, 
she us'd her tongue so well, 



Italf a dozen of good IVives. 

As, when she to the purpose spake, 
it sounded like a Bell. 
O, this was my good Wife, 
the best, &c. 
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She was so good a wife,  
I must praise her againe, 
For she excellèd all the Scolds 
that dwell in Turne-agen-Lane ; 
I speake as I have felt her, 
for shee bang'd me once so sore, 
As I have vow'd, ere since that time, 
never to marry more, 
tTut here doe leave my wives, 
in number halle a dozen, 
/t nd for a enny will sdl all ; 
thoz take them, konest cozen ; 
oh ! thcn take t]tem, [tonest cozot. 

But now, good women all, 
whosoever heares this Sont, 
I doe no private person taxe, 
to doe them any wrong; 
But if you take exceptions, 
The thorne, you know, will pricke, 
And if you touch a galrd Horse backe, 
the Proverbe sayes, hee'l kicke. 



ttalf a do.;en of good ll'ives. 

For I mabe mention of 
no lesse than halle a do.'en ; 
Thot whosoere is anry now, 
will'rove my honest rozen, 
Oit ! will }krove my lwnest cozen. 

FINIS. 

Printed at London for F. C., dwelling in the 
Old-Bayly. 
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Here is an I tem for you, 
Or, The Countriman's bill of charges, for his coming 
up to London, Declared by a Whistle. 
To THE TUNE OF King Hnry, &c. 

VOL. II. F 



Hcrc is an lient for 3'ou, or 

19io¢enes, that laugh'd to see 
a Mare once eat a Thistle, 
Vould surely smile, and laugh the while, 
to heare me sing my whistle ; 
For now, 'tis meant, wee must invent 
a silent way of ringing, 
And so, for feare lest some should heare, 
must whistle 'stead of singing. 
IVith a ha), downe, with a ho clowne, 
With a hay downe, downe, downe d«rry ; 
shzce thal wce ntay 
nor sittg nor sa),, 
kVecle whisllc and be me'ry. 

A Country-man to London came 
to view the famous Citie, 
And here his charge did grow so large, 
it made me write this Dittie ; 
For, in a Bill, he set dovne still 
his charge from the beginning, 
Which I did find, and now doe mind 
to vhistle stead of singing. 
IVith a ha 9, clowne, &c. 

Imjbrimis, comming into towne, 
and at my Inne alighting, 
I almost spent a noble croxvne 
in potting and in piping. 



Tke Countriman's Bill of Coeargs. 8 3 

Item, that the Tapster there 
my Jugges halle full did brîng in ; 
date hot say he was a R [-ogue], 
but Ile whistle stead of singing. 
lVitA a kay dawne, &c. 

Item, that I went abroad, 
and had my purse soon pickd ; 
While I did st.are on London ware 
by a Pick-purse I was fitted. 
Item, that I met a wench 
that put me downe in drinking ; 
I dare not say xvhat she ruade me pay, 
but Ile whistle instead of singing. 
Wit] a ]ay downe, &c. 

Item, that I met withall 
a very loving Cosen, 
Who needs would bee of my Countrey, 
and gave me halfe a dozen ; 
And at the last a pare [i.e. pack] of Cards 
they cunningly did bring in ; 
I will not say what they ruade me pay, 
but Ile whistle stead of singing. 
lVitk a kay downe, witI a ho downe, 
lVitk a kay downe, downe, downe derry ; 
since tkat wee may 
nor sing nor say, 
Weele wMslle amt be merry. 
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Herc is an Item for )'ou. 

Item, that I daily went 
unto my Lawyers Chamber, 
And hee did say I should win the day, 
without all feare or danger : 
But then, at last, |or charge and cost, 
he such a Bill did bring in, 
I will not say what he ruade me pay, 
But Ile whistle stead of singing. 
ll/ilk a hey downe, &c. 

Ilcm, that I payed there for 
a bagpipe in a bottle, 
\Vhich did bcgin to laisse and sing 
when we did stirre the stople. 
grttm, that one night I did lye 
in the Counter for my drinking, 
will hOt sa 3" what I paid next day, 
but lle whistle in stead of singing. 
ïth a hcy downe, &c. 

llcm, that at last I came 
to take my horse againe, 
But my poore horse lookt never worse,-- 
lais belly did complaine ; 
For he, alas ! for want of hay, 
stood ore the manger grinning, 
Yet-they ruade me pay for night and day, 
but Ile whistle stead of singing. 
Vith a kcy downe, &c. 



[Second Part.] 
The Country-rnan's goln, downe into 
the Country. Declared by a whistle. 

"]'O THE S.'.ME TUNE. 
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Here is an Ion for you, o» 

Thus, having got from London once, 
he rid full_heavy-hearted, 
For, like an honest man, he had 
from ail his mony parted. 
H is Cloake-bag full of papers was, 
instead of money gingling ; 
I dare hOt bost what those papers cost 
but Ile whistle stead of singing. 
IVith a hay downe, with a ho downe, 
llitA a hay downe, downe, downe derry 
since t]zat we ntay 
nor sing, nor say, 
IVeele whtstle and be merry. 

Imprimis, comming',home, he found 
his good wife oane a brewing, 
And did not deferre, but unto her 
his papers fell to shewing : 
But when she saw nothing but law, 
she fell to scold and flinging ; 
But ail that day he kept away, 
and whistled stead of singing. 
IVith a hay downe, &c. 

Item, then he went to plough, 
which whiles that he was driving, 
Alas ! sayes he, what fooles are we 
in law to fall a striving 
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For no'v, I meane to keepe my teeme, 
which shall good profit bring in ; 
I must drive on,--my money's gone, 
and whistle stead of singing. 
14/'ilA a kay downe, &c. 

Item, that his neighbour came 
to aske what newes at London ; 
Alas ! sayes he, more wiser be 
for feare that you be undone. 
Spend not at Terme, what you doe erne 
xvhilst that your wives are spinning, 
Which makes me now to drive the plough, 
and whistle stead of singing. 
with a hay downe, &c. 

For, be it knowne unto you all, 
that I my money spended ; 
Such fooles as I will beggers dye 
before their lires are ended ! 
Therefore beware ! and have more care 
when that your mony's gingling, 
Least, when 'tis spent, you doe repent, 
and whistle stead of singing. 
IVilt a ha 9, downe, &c. 

For I so many Items had, 
)'et could not I bewarc-- 
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Here is an Item for you. 

For this and that, and I know not what 
this Item brings my care. 
Yet let this be, to ail of [ye,] 
an liera which I bring in, 
Lest money spent makes you repent 
and whistle ste.ad of singing. 
IVith a hay downe, &c. 

Yet one more Item I will add, 
since that my song is ended ; 
My Items's this, that I would wish 
no man to be offended. 
With ail my Items, but to save 
his money when 'tis gingling, 
Least, when 'tis spent, he doe repent, 
and whistle stead of singing. 
IVilh a hay downe, wzlh a ho downe, 
With a hay downe, downe, downe derry ; 
since that we may 
nor sit, nor sa3, ' 
l/Veele wAistle and fie merry. 

FINIS. 

Printed at London by M. F. 
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The Honest Wooer, 

His minde expressing in plaine and few termes, 
By which to his Mistresse his love he confirms. 

To THE Tvlt OF Lulling" bcyond her. 

Fairest Mistresse, cease your moane, 
sp¢_,ile not your eyes with weeping ; 
For certainly, if one be gone, 
you may bave another sweeting : 
I xvill not complement with oathes, 
nor speake you faire to prove you, 
But save your eyes to mend your cloths, 
for il is I l/zal love you. 

I will hot boast of substance great, 
wherewith I can endow you 
Nor what appareil, nor what meat, 
I'm able to allow you. 
You know 'tis time that all things tries ; 
let, then, my affection more you, 
And weep no more, but save your eyes, 
for if is I that loz,e 3,ou. 

If I should say y'have golden haires, 
I should both lye and flatter; 
Why should I sa 3- thine eyes are stars, 
when there is no such matter ? 
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T/te :Ionest IVooer. 

Every like is not the same, 
yet none I prize above you ; 
To sigh so sore you are much to blame, 
Jor il is I tkal Lve you. 

With courtly words [ cannot court, 
like one whose tongue is filèd ; 
By substill speakers, in that sort, 
poore women are oft beguilèd - 
I speake no more but what I meane, 
then doe as it doth behove you, 
And doe not waste your teares in vaine, 
for il fs I tkat love you. 

You may, I know, have choice of men 
that many xvayes excell me; 
But yet in love I passe ail them, 
my conscience this doth tell me. 
Then let no riches buy my prise, 
nor flattering words remove you ; 
To sigh and sob you are very unwise, 
for il is I that love you. 

I am thy constant Pyramus, 
be thou my constant Thysbe; 
That such a match is made by us 
let this a sealing kisse be ; 



T/te ttonest IVooer. 

I never will revoke my vow, 
nor deeme any Lasse above you ; 
Then, dearest, leave your sorrow now, 
for it is I gAag love you. 

Now if you doe my love deny, 
and utterly refuse me, 
I ",viii not say for love lle dye,-- 
in that you shall excuse me : 
Some say so, yet meane nothing lesse, 
but pitty, I hope, will more you 
Not to put me to that distresse, 
for if is I t/rat love you. 
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The second part; 
Being an answer of the Maiden kinde, 
Correspondent to the plaine Young-man's minde. 
To "rrv. s..,. "rvNr:. 
As the lost infant doth rejoyce 
when he hath found his Mother, 
So ara I glad to heare the voyce 
of you, my constant Loyer : 
Beleeve me, I-tarry, if you wiI1, 
since I so true doe prove you, 
Corne when you will, and welcome still 
for if is I that love ou. 
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The ttonest lVooa: 

I loved a false disloyall youth, 
which caus'd my thus lamenting, 
For in his words there were no truth, 
but subtill circumventing ; 
You use plaine dealing, which is best ; 
so, still, it doth behove you, 
Af,d therefore set your heart at rest, 
for it is l that ldve you. 

And noxv, henceforth, I xx, ill give ore 
to weepe for him that jeeres me, 
And his affection Ile abhon:e, 
tor no true love he bearcs me: 
With you I will rejoyce, my deare ; 
let no false tales remove )'ou ; 
Beleeve hOt every newes you heare, 
for il is I that love you. 

As Itysocrats, of Poutus Queene, 
did follow her lIil/o'Ma&s 
Thorow uncouth wods and forrests grcen, 
so nothing shall separate us; 
Ile circulate the worl-l]d with )'ou ; 
nought shall from me remove you ; 
Thinke hot that I speake more than's true, 
for il is I thai love you. 

Nor Luo'ece, nor tgenclope, 
shall be more chast than I will; 



The Honest Vooer. 

Ere Ile forsake my honesty, 
ten thousand deaths I dye -,viii; 
¥ou need not to repent your choice, 
but let me true still prove you, 
And so we shall together rejoyce, 
for itis I tkat love you. 

J udge not amisse, because so soone 
I yeeld to your requesting ; 
Love is a thing that ought to be done 
without any fraud or jesting : 
You love plaine dealing, as you say, 
then why should I disprove you ? 
Against my mind I cant say nay, 
)Cor t is I tkat love you. 

And thus, with mind reciprocall, 
this couple were well matchèd ; 
The Parson told the Parish all, 
and then 'twas quite dispatchèd. 
I hope the love that 'twixt them past, 
unto delight would move you ; 
Each of them us'd this Phrase to th' last,-- 
for if is I t/ta love you. 

Printed at London for F. Coules, dwelling in 
Old-Baily. 
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FINIS. 



94 

The industrious Smith, vherin is showne 
How plain dealing is overthroxvn ; 
That, let a man do the best that he may, 
An idle huswife will work lais decay ; 
Yet art is no burthen, though ill we may speed, 
Our labour will help us in time ot our need. 
To T TU oF Yon »tan, remember dclio«hts are 
ut vain. 

There was a poor Smith liv'd in a poor town, 
That had a lovin wife, bonny and brown, 
And though he were very discreet and vie, 
Yet would he do nothing without her advise. 



The industrious Smilh. 

His stock if grew low, full well he did know ; 
He told his wife what he intended to do ; 
Quoth he, " Sweet wife, if I can prevail, 
I will shoo horses, and thou shalt sell Ale. 
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" I see by my labour but little I thrive, 
And that against the stream I do strive ; 
By selling of Ale some mony is got, 
If every man honestly pay for his pot ; 
By this we may keep the Wolf from the door, 
And lire in good fashion, though now we lire poor; 
If we bave good custome, we shal bave quick sale ; 
So may we lire bravely by selling of Ale." 

" Kind husband," quoth she, "let be as you said, 
It is the best motion that ever you ruade ; 
A Stan of good Ale let me have in, 
A dozen of good white bread in my Bin : 
Tobacco, likewise, -,ve must not forget, 
Mea will call for it when malt's above wheat : 
When once it is known, then ore bill and dale 
Men will corne flocking to taste of our Aie." 

They sent for a wench, ber naine it was 1?esse, 
And her they hired to welcome their ghesse : 
They took in good Ale, and many things mo,-- 
The Smith had got him two strings to his bow : 
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The industrious Smitk. 

Good fellowes corne in, and began for to rore,-- 
The Smith he was never so troubled before ; 
" But," quoth the good wife, " Sweet hart, do not 
These things must be, il we sell Ale. 
The Smith went to his work every day, 
But still one or other would call him away ; 
For now he had got him the name of an Host, 
It cost him many a pot and a toste ; 
Besides, much precious time he now lost, 
And thus the poor Smith was every day crost ; 
" But," quoth the good wlfe, " Sweet hart, do not 
rayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale." 
iX, len run on the score, and little they paid, 
\Vhich ruade the poor Smith be g:reatly dismaid ; 
And bonny Besse, though she were hOt slack 
To welcom ber guesse, yet things went to wrack ; 
For she would exchange a pot for a kisse, 
\Vhich any fellow should seldom times misse ; 
" But," quoth the good wife, " Sweet hart, do hot 
rayl, 
Tiaese things must be, if we sell Ale." 
The Smith went abroad : at length hee came home, 
And found his maid and man in a room 
Both drinking together, foot to foot ; 
To speak unto them he thought 'twas no boot, 



The industrious Smith. 
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For they were both drunk, and could not reply 
To make an excuse as big as a lye. 
"But," quoth the good wife, " Sweet hart do 
rayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale." 

hot 

He came home again, and there he did see 
His Wife kindly sitting on a man's knee ; 
And though he said little, yet he thought the more, 
And who could blame the poore Wittal therfore ? 
H e hug'd her and kist her, though Vulcan stood by, 
Which ruade him to grumble, and look ail awry ; 
" But," quoth the good wife, "Sweet hart do hOt 
rayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale." 

VOL. Il. G 



The Second 

9 S 
Part, to the 

Same Tune. 

A Sort of Saylers were drinking one night, 
And, when they were drunk, began for to fight ; 
The Smith came to part them, as some do report, 
And for his good will was beat in such sort, 
That he could not lift his arms to his head, 
Nor yet very hardly creep up to his bed. 
"But," quoth the good Wife, "Sweet hart, do notrayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale." 



Tke industrious Smitk. 

The Smith by chance a good fellow had met, 
That for strong Ale was much in his debt ; 
He askt him for mony ; quoth he " by your leave, 
I owe you no mony, nor none you shall have ; 
I owe to your wife, and her I will pay." 
Alas ! who could blame him if now he do rayl ; 
These things should not be, though they sold Ale. 
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Old debts must be paid--O why should they not? 
The fellow went home to pay the old shot, 
The Smith followed after, and they fell at strife, 
For he found this fellow in bed with his Wife. 
He fretted and fumed, he curst and he swore ; 
Quoth she, "he is corne to pay the old score." 
And still she cryde " Good sweet hart, do not rayl, 
For these things must be, if we sell Ale." 

A stock of good fellows, all Smiths by their trade, 
Within a while af ter, a holiday ruade ; 
Unto the Smith's bouse they came then with speed 
And there they were wondrous merry indeed : 
With my pot, and thy pot, to rayse fine score hier, 
Mine Oast was so drunk, he fell in the tire : 
" But," quoth the good Wife, "Sweet hart do not 
rayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale," 
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7-ho industrious Smith. 

lIine Oast being drunk, and loose in his joynts, 
He took an occasion to untrusse his points; 
The vault it was nere, but borded but slight, 
The Smith he was heavy, and could not tred light ; 
The bords broke asunder, and down he fell in, 
It was a worse matter then breaking his shin : 
" But," quoth the good Wife, "Sweetheart, do not 
rayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale." 
Happy is he who, when he doth stumble, 
Knowes the ground well before he do tumble ; 
But so did not he, for he had forgotten 
The bords which he trod on were so rotter 
He movèd the house to mirth and to laughter, 
His dothes they stunk at least a month after : 
" But»" quoth the good Wife, "Sweet hart, do not 
rayl, 
These things must be, if we sell Ale." 
But men ran so much with him on the score, 
That Vulcan at last grew wondrous poor ; 
He owèd the Brewer and Baker so much, 
They threatened to arrest him, his case it was such. 
He went to his Anvill, to my pot and thîne, 
He turn'd out his Maid, he puld downe his Signe; 
" But O" (quoth the good Wife), "why should we 
fail ? 
These things should not be, if we sell Ale." 



T/te indus/rious StnilA 
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The Smith and his boy went to work for some chink, 
To pay for the liquor which others did drink. 
Of all trades in London, few break, as I heare, 
That sell Tobacco, strong Ale, and good Beer. 
They might have done better, but they xvere loth 
To fill up their measure with nothing but froth. 
Let no Ale-house keeper at my Song rayl, 
These things must be if they sell Ale. 

London, Printed for Richard Harper in Smithfield 

FINIS. Humfrey Crowch. 
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A New Song, alled 
.7"acke Doue's Resolution, by which he doth show 
That he cares hot a rush how ere the world goe. 

To THE TUNE OF To drive lhe coM winler away. 

To ail my good Friends these presents I send, 
yet neyther to beg nor to crave ; 
For though some have store, and I am but poore, 
l'me content with that little I have ; 
And Ile nere, for my want, turne Sy«ohant, 
(though many there be that doe so), 
But Ile honest bee, love them that loves mee, 
and tare hot Itow ere t/te world goe. 

And though fortune frowne, Ile not cast my selle 
downe, 
but mildly beare what doth fall ; 



yack Doue's ld«sohtliou. 
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Care will make me but worse, and nere fill my purse, 
but the day may corne will mend all. 
Then tis but a folly for that tobe sorry 
which must be, whether I will or no ; 
But impatience in rest, then Ile hope for the best, 
and tare not kow ere the worlct goe. 

For why should a man care, or drowne in despaire, 
though his fortunes be nere so unkind ? 
Why should I be sad, for what I nere had, 
or foolishly trouble my mind ? 
O no ! I doe hate to pine at my fate, 
(there is none but fooles will doe so), 
Ile laugh and be fatte, for Care kils a Catte, 
and I «are hot kow ere the world goc. 

To sigh and to waile, what will it prevai!e, 
or any whit better my rare ? 
When a little good mirth mong'st friends is more 
worth 
and better then a great deal of care. 
Then Ile cheere up my selfe, for content is great 
wealth ; 
let sighing and sorrowing goe 
Ile laugh and be. merry "«ith a cup ofold Sherr)' 
and tare not how ere tke world goe, 
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yack Douds Resolution. 

Though many a Chuffe hath more then enough, 
why should I repine at their blisse ? 
If I am content with what God hath sent, 
I thinke I doe not amisse : 
Let others have wealth, so I have my health 
and money to pay what I owe ; 
Ile laugh and be merry, sing " Downe a downe 
derry," 
and tare hOt how ere the world goe. 

Ile make much of [none], tor, when I am gone, 
then what's all the world unto mee? 
fie not be a slave to that which I have, 
but 'mongst my friends let it flee ; 
And least there rise debate about my estate, 
when my head's laid full low, 
Or some knaves circumvent it, for whom I 
meant it, 
[le siend il, ]tow ere the world ffoe. 

nere 



The Second 

I0 3 - 
Part, to the 

Same Tune, 

Some Men doe suppose, to goe in brave Cloathes 
doth purchase a great deale of respect ; 
Though I ara but poore, I run not on score, 
I thinke myselfe honestly deckt : 
Let others goe brave, 'ris my owne that I have, 
and I thinke they can not say so ; 
And I like that I weare, though it cost not so deare, 
and Z tare hot lww ere the world goe. 

l'de rather goe meane, then be like to them, 
which, living in pompe and state, 
Maintaine all their braverie with private knaverie, 
getting gold at an), rate : 
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eac Doue's Resolulion. 

Such conscience professe, but use nothing lesse, 
deceiving the world with a show, 
But the time it may corne will pay such knaves 
home, 
but I ocre hOt how ere tke world oe. 

Your delicate Cales your Hippocrites eates, 
and Wine of the best doe drinke ; 
Much money they spend, but to little end, 
and ne're on their end they thinke : 
Low Shrubbes be secure, when Cedars endure 
all stormes and tempests that blow ; 
Let others fise high, but so will not I, 
for f tare hot ]mw tre lhe world goe. 

Yor ambition's best sceane is but a fine dreame, 
which for a time tickles the minde, 
And the hap of an houre with such envy may lowre 
as may turne all ones hope into winde; 
Then, worse then before, they may sigh and deplore 
to see themselves cast off so low, ' 
While I, all the while, doe sit and [doe] stalle, 
and tare hot how ere lire world goe. 

The flattering Curres, which fawne upon furres, 
and hang on the Noble-man's becke, 
That crouch at their heele whilst their bounty they 
feele, 
professing all love and respect ; 
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Yet, when they doe fall, they runne avay ail, 
but I hate to dissemble so; 
What I doe for my part shall corne from my heart, 
and I tare hot how ere the world goe. 

Ile wrong none, hot I, but if some, through envy, 
doe wrong me without a cause, 
Or if me they disdaine, Ile slight them againe, 
and reckon not of it two strawes : 
Dissembling I scorne, for I ana free borne, 
my happinesse lies hOt below ; 
Though my words they want art, I speake from my 
heart, 
and I tare nol how ere tas world goe. 

FINIS. G.B. 

Printed at London for ohn lVright, and are to be 
soldat his Shop in Giltspur-street at the 
signe of the Bible. 
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SttORE, a Gold-smitk's IVife of London, some-. 
rime King Edward tke Fourtk's Concukioe, who 
for ker Wautot Lijé came to a 3[iserakle End. 
5et forth for tke tFxample of all wi«ked Live's. 

To THE TUNE OF Lire witk me. 

I F Rasamond lhat was [soi fait 
Had cause ber sorrows to declare, 



.ït ane Sho e. 
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Then let ane Shore with sorrow sing, 
That was belovd of a King. 
Then, wanton l/Vives, in lime amend, 
For love and &eauty will bave end. 
In maidens years my beauty bright 
Was lovd dear of Lord and Knight ; 
But yet the love that they requir'd, 
It was not as my friends desir'd. 
My Parents they for thirst of gain, 
A husband for me did obtain ; 
And I, their pleasure to fulfil, 
Was forc'd to wed against my will. 
To ]I'attAew Sirote I was a wife, 
Till lust brought ruine to my lire ; 
And then my lire, I lewdly spent, 
Which makes my soul for to lainent. 
In Lum&ard-s[reet I once did dwell, 
As London yet can witness well : 
Where many Gallants did behold 
My beauty in a shop of Gold. 
I spre td my plumes, as wantons do, 
Some sweet and secret friend to wooe, 
Because my love I did not find 
Agreeing to my wanton mind. 
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ffr ane Shore. 

At last my name in Court did rin 
I nto the ears of Englands K ing, 
Who came and lik'd, and love required, 
But I made coy what he desired : 

Yet mistress Blague, a neighbour near, 
Whose friendship I esteemèd dear, 
Did say it was a gallant thing 
To be beloved of a King. 

I3y her perswasions I was led 
And to defile my marriage-bed, 
And wrong my wedded husband, Shore, 
Whom I had lov'd ten years before, 

In heart and mind I did rejoyce 
That I had made so sweet a choice ; 
And therefore did my state resign, 
To be King Edwards Concubine. 

From City then to Court I went, 
w.o reap the pleasure of content ; 
And had the Joys that love could bring, 
And knew the secrets of a King. 

When I was thus advanc'd on high, 
Commanding Edward with mine eye, 
For mistris lr]la¢tte I, in short space, 
Obtain'd a living of his Grace. 



.ïrane 

No friend I had but in short rime 
I ruade unto promotion climb ; 
But yet, for ail this costly pride, 
My husband could not me abide. 

His bed, though wronged by a King, 
His heart with grief did deadly sting ; 
From England then he goes away, 
To end his lire upon the Sea. 

He could not live to see his naine 
Impared by my wanton shame ; 
Ahhough a Prince of peerless might 
Did reap the pleasure of his right. 

Long time I lived in the Court 
With Lords and Ladies of great sort ; 
For when I smil'd, all men were glad, 
But when I mourn'd, my Prince grew sad. 

But yet an honest mind I bore 
To helpless people that were poor; 
I still redrest the Orphan's ery, 
And sav'd their lires condemned to die. 

I still had ruth on widows' teares, 
I succour'd babes of tender years; 
And never lookt for other gain 
But love and thanks, for all my pain. 

III 
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ane Shore. 

At last my Royal King did dye, 
And then my days of xvoe drev nigh ; 
When Crook-back Rich[ard] got the crown, 
K[ing] Edward's friends were soon put down. 

I then xvas punisht for my sin 
That I so long had livd in ; 
Yea, every one that was his friend, 
This tyrant brought to shameful end. 

Then for my rude and xvanton lire, 
That made a Strumpet of a xvife, 
I pennance did in Lumbard-Street, 
In shameful manner in a sheet, 

Where many thousands did me viexv, 
Who late in Court my credit knew ; 
Which made the tears run down my face, 
To think upon my foui disgrace. 

Not thus content, they took from me 
My goods, my livings, and my fee, 
And charg'd that none should me relieve, 
Nor any succour to me give. 

Then unto mistress llague I went, 
To whom my Jewels I had sent, 
In hope thereby to ease my want, 
When riches fail'd, and love grew scant. 



But she deny'd to me the same, 
When in my need for them I came ; 
To recompence my former love, 
Out of her doors she did me shove. 

So love did vanish with my state, 
Which now my soul repents too late ; 
Therefore example take by me, 
For friendship parts in poverty. 

But yet one friend, among the rest, 
Whom I before had seen distrest 
And sav'd his lire, condemn'd to die, 
Did give me food to succour me: 

For which, by law, it was decreed 
That he was hangèd for that deed ; 
His death did grieve me so much more, 
Then had I dyed myself therefore. 

Then those to whom I had done good 
Durst not restore me any food ; 
Whereby in vain I beg'd all day, 
And still in streets by night I lay. 

My Gowns, beset with pearl and gold, 
Are turn'd to simple garments old ; 
lXIy chains and jems and golden Rings, 
To filthy rags and loathsome things. 



sWane Skore. 

Thus was I scorn'd of maid and wife 
For leading such a wicked lire ; 
Both sucking babes and children small 
Did make a pastime at my fall. 

I could not get one bit ot bread, 
Whereby my hunger might be fed ; 
Nor drinke, but such as channels yield, 
Or stinking ditches in the field. 

Thus, weary ol my lire, at length 
I yielded up my vital strength 
Within a Ditch of loathsome scent, 
Where carrion dogs do much frequent : 

The which now since my dying day 
Is Slzoreditck oeil'd, as writers say ; 
Which is a witness of my sin, 
For being Concubine to a King. 

You wanton wives, that fall to lust, 
Be you assur'd that God is just ; 
Whoredom shall hot escape his hand, 
Nor Pride unpunisht in this land. 

If God to me such shame should bring, 
That yielded only to a king, 
How shall they 'scape, that daily run 
To practise sin with every man ? 



ane Shore. 

You Husbands, match not but for love, 
Lest some disliking after prove ! 
Women, be warn'd, when you are wives, 
What plagues are due to sinful lires ! 
Tken, maids and wives, in lime amend, 
For love and beauty will bave end. 

The Secolzd Part of A NE SHOt?E 
wherebt lter sorrowful husband bewaileltz his own 
Estate and tVife's II;antoness, the wrong of 
AIarriage, the Fall of Pride; heing a Warning 
for kVomet. 

If she that was fair London's pride, 
For beauty fam'd both far and wide, 
With swanlike song in sadness told 
Her deep distresses manifold, 
Then in the saine let me also 
Now bear a part of such like woe. 

Kind Iatthew Shore men callèd me, 
A goldsmith once of good degree, 
And might have livèd long therein, 
Had hot my wife been wed to sin. 
Oh, gentle Jane! thy wanton race 
Hath brought me to this foul disgrace I 



ane Skore. 

Thou hadst all things at wish and will 
Thy wanton fancy to fulfill,-- 
No London Dame, nor Merchant's wife, 
Did lead so sweet and pleasant life ; 
Then, gentle ane, the truth report. 
Why left'st thou me to lire in Court ? 

Thou hadst both gold and silver store,-- 
No wife in Zondon then had more,- 
And once a week to walk in field, 
To see what pleasure it would yield. 
But, woe to me ! that liberty 
Hath brought me to this misery. 

I married thee whilst thou wert young, 
Before thou knewst what did belong 
To husband's love, or marriage state, 
\Vh[ch now my qoul repents too late : 
Thus wanton pride made thee unjust, 
And so deceivbd was my trust. 

But when the King possest my room, 
And cropt my rosie, gallant bloom-- 
Fait Londons blossom, and my joy-- 
My heart was drown'd in deep annoy 
To think how unto publick shame 
Thy wicked lire brought my good naine. 



'ane .çhore. 

And then I thought each man and wife, 
In jesting sort, accus'd my lire ; 
And every one to the other said, 
That Skore's fair wife the wanton plaid. 
Thereby in mind I grew to change 
My dwelling in some Country strange. 

My lands and goods I sold away, 
And so from Enland went to Sea, 
Opprest with m'ief and woful mind, 
But left my cause o. r grief behind,-- 
My loving wife, whom I once thought 
Would never [be] to lewdness brought. 

But vomen, now I vell espy, 
Are subject to unconstancy ; 
And few there be so truc of love, 
But by long suit will wanton prove ; 
For flesh is frail, and woman veak, 
When kings for love long suit do make. 

But yet from England my depart 
Was with a sad and heavy heart ; 
Whereat, when as my 1cave I took, 
I sent back many a heavy look, 
Desiring Go d, if it might be, 
To send one sigh, sweet .7"ate, to thee. 



ane Short. 

For if thou hadst but constant been, 
These days of woe I ne'er had seen ; 
But yet I mourn, and grief full sore, 
To think what plagues are left in store 
For such as careless tread awry 
The modest paths of constancy. 

Ah! gentle rane, if thou [didst] know 
The uncouth paths I daily g% 
And woful tears for thee I shed, 
For wronging thus my marriage bed, 
Then sure I ara thou wouldst confess 
My love was sure, though in distress. 

Both t;landers, France, and Sibain I past, 
And come to Turky at the la.st ; 
And there, within that mighty Court, 
I livèd long in honest sort; 
Desiring God, that sits in heaven, 
That loyers' sins might be forgiven ; 

And there advanc'd thy loving name, 
Of living wights the fairest dame, 
The praise of lnglauts beauty-stain, 
Ail which thy husband did maintain, 
And set thy Picture there in gold, 
For Kings and Princes to behold. 



ane Stwre. 

But when I thought upon thy sin, 
Thy wanton thoughts delighted in, 
I griev'd that such a comely face 
Should hold true honour in disgrice : 
And counted it a luckless day 
When as thou first didst go astray. 

II9 

Desiring then some news to hear 
Of her my soul did love so dear, 
My secrets then I did impart 
Toone well skill'd in Magick-art, 
Who, in a Glass, did truely show 
Such things as I desired to know. 

I there dld see thy Courtly state, 
Thy Pomp, thy Pride, thy Glory great, 
And likewise there I did behold 
My ]ane in Etlwartls arms infold ! 
Thy secret love I there espy'd, 
Thy rise, thy fall, and how thou died. 

Thy naked body in the street 
I saw do penance in a sheet : 
Barefoot before the Beadle's wand, 
With burning taper in thy hand, 
And babes, not having use of tongue, 
Stood pointing as thou went'st along. 
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ane S/lore. 

Thus ended vas the shame of thine, 
Though God gave yet no end to mine : 
When I suppos'd my name forgot, 
And time had washt away my blot, 
And in another Prince's reign, 
I came to Enland back again : 

But, staying there, my friends deca'd, 
My Prince's lavs I disobey'd, 
And by true Justice judg'd to dye-- 
For clipping Gold in secresie. 
By Gold was my best living made, 
And so by Gold my life decay'd. 

Thus have you heard the xvoful strife 
That came by my unconstant wife; 
Her Fall, my Death, vherein is shew'd 
The story of a Strumpet lewd, 
Iu hoike thereby some wo#,cu ma, 
TaZ'e hced how they the wanton play. 

THE .DESCRIPTION OF JANE SHORE. 
This voman's beauty hath been highly praised 
by a famous VTriter, that liv'd in her time, nam'd 
Thomas Moor, vho describ'd her in this manner. 
Before her death she was poor and aged, her 
stature was mean, her hair of dark yellow, her face 



.ïCane Shore, 1 2 1 

round and full, her eyes gray, her body fat, white, 
and smooth, her countenance chearful, like to hcr 
conditions. 
There is a picture of hers to be seen in London; 
it is such as she was when she rose out of her bed 
in the morning, having nothing on but a Rich 
Mantle cast under her Arm, over which her naked 
arm did lye. 
What her fathers name is, or xvhere she was 
born, is not certainly known; but her husband, 
Mathew Shore, a Young Man of right good Parent- 
age, wealth and behaviour, abandon'd her bed after 
the King had made her his Concubine. 

Printed by and for A, Millbourn, in Green-Arbour- 
Court, in the Little Old Baily. 
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Impossibilities. 
OR, 
A matter of no thing, yet some thing youle finde, 
I know, in the reading, will pleasure your minde ; 
Then hear it, I pray, and when you have donc, 
¥ou'le say that the thread is handsomely spunne. 

To THE TCNE OF I sigk, I sok, F;w 

ImprmWhen men doe beginne 
To follow virtue, leave off sinne ; 
When women thinke it no disdaine 
To doe, indeede, the ver 5- saine, 
Then you may sa,, andjustly 1oo, 
The old world tw-w is turned a-ne, v. 

When Newgate is a place for Nuns, 
And through Cheapside a river runs; 
Vhen Charing Crosse has such a face 
Tojustle Paurs out ofher place, 
7"luvt J'ou may sa)', and hot till tluvt, 
The world is full of honest men. 

When wood doth hew into the [-saw,] 
And coaches doe the horses draw : 
When dar -knesse doth out-hine the light, 
And Snailes sui'passe the arrowes flight. 
Then you ma), sa)', &c 



ImossiNlities. 

When Lucipher an Angell turnes, 
And when in hell no rires burnes ; 
When stars as thicke as haile doe fall, 
And new Bridewell's no hospitall, 
Then you may say, &c. 

I2 3 

When men are proned to such good vill 
That they, to no one, doe no iii ; 
When Ships doe salle on rocks of stone, 
And when the Whale has nere a bone, 
Then you may say, &c. 

When what is worst doth turne to best, 
When Crabs with Swallows bui|d their nest ; 
And when Musicians scornes to use 
Such crotchets, as they should refuse, 
Then you may say, &c. 

When morning dew doth fall at night 
And men lift crutches with a flight ; 
When little children, yet unborne. 
Doe say that many weares the horne, 
rhen you may say, and wt lill lhcn, 
ïrhe world is full of honest men, 

When Westminster doth eastward stand, 
And touches neither sea nor land ; 



I24 

lm:ossibilittes. 

And when therein you cannot see 
A Lawyer that will take his fee, 
Then you may say, andjustly too, 
Thc old world now is lurncd-a-new. 

When Usurers will gratis lend, 
And every one their lives doe mend ; 
When the Moore has washt him cleane, 
And Turnbull street has nere a Queane, 
Then you may say, &c. 

When hens tread cocks. & cocks tread geese, 
And ganders kitten, like cats and mise ; 
When as the earth doth beare no moles, 
And little foxes bave no holes, 
Then you may say, &c. 

When oyle and water doe agree, 
And deadly foes attoned will bec ; 
When Smithfield is a field of grasse, 
And when the Oxe doth ride the Asse, 
Then you may say, &c. 

When Sorcerers do leave their charme, 
When spiders doe the fly no harme, 
And when the Black-bird leaves to sing, 
And likewi:e Serpents for to sting, 
Thcn you may say, andjus:ly tao 
The old world now is lurncd-a-ncw. 



The Second Part to the Same Tune. 

When men their chiefest care doe make 
To feed the poore, for pitties sake, 
And when tradesmen doe apply 
To doe as they would be done by, 
T]en you may say, and net till t]ten, 
The world is full of/wneçt men. 

When Letchers thee doe leave their lust, 
And doe those things are good and just; 
When Harlots doe Susannas prove, 
And none but husbands dearely love, 
Twu you may say, &c. 

When the blasphemer leaves to sweare, 
And unto goodnesse doth repaire; 
When old men doe incounter youth, 
And lyers speake the very truth 
7]ten yau may say, &c. 

When lovers they doe constant prove, 
And never daine for to remove ; 
When little vallies top tall hills, 
And bad men leave their wonted ills, 
Ten may yon say, &c. 
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I»ossibililics. 

When rich men doe esteeme the poore, 
And feast 'em till they cry no more ; 
And when the streets you may pase free, 
And yet not scarce a begger see, 
Then you may say, &c. 
When servants doe their Masters sway, 
And blinde men lead the ready way; 
When dumb men talke with eloquence. 
And lame men run with eminence, 
Thcn yo.: may say, &c. 
When Gunpowder doth leave his force, 
And every Pharoah feeles remorse ; 
And when no sessions needs to be, 
Because all men loves honestie, 
Tlzen you may say, &c. 
When ail the prisons here about 
Have justled all their prisoners out, 
Because, indeede, they bave no cause 
To keepe 'em in, by common lawes, 
Then ou may sa),, &c, 
When birds in waters deepe doe lie, 
And fishes in the air doe file ; 
When water burnes, and tire doth freeze, 
And oysters grow as fruits on trees, 
Thcn you may say andjuslly too, 
he old world ww is turned a-new, 



I»ossibilitics. 

When as the spruce, and courtiour too, 
Shall bid to compliments adew; 
When little Bees shall castles beare, 
And flie so with 'em through the ayre, 
Then you may say, &c. 

When as Zacheus shall restore 
His ill-got goods unto the poore ; 
And when the Camell shall espy 
A way to passe the nedle's eye, 
Then you may sa', F._c. 

When snow falls blacke, and crowes be white, 
And ail things that are wrong turne right ; 
When silly lambs doe causes plead, 
And weare long gownes ot melted lead, 
Then you may say, 

When Turkes doe leave their Mahomet, 
And ail day long in churches set ; 
When Pagans doe beleeve in God, 
And likewise feare his direfull rod, 
Then you may say, ('c. 

When men with pearle do fatten hogs, 
And coward deere doe menance dogs ; 
When men on sands their seeds doe sow, 
And peare trees, they doe downwards grow, 
Tlen you may say, 



T"S 

Im, bossi3t'[i[t'es. 

When Phoebus spreads his beames by night, 
And Cynthia doth by day give light ; 
When God in mercy is resolved 
That this same world shall be dissolved, 
Then 'ou may say and justly too, 
The old world now is turned a-new. 

FINIS. E.F. 

London, Printed for Edward IVri.,«ht, dwelling 
at Christs-Church gate. 
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The Joviall Broome Ian" 
Or, 
A Kent Street Souldier's exact relation 
Of all his Travels in Every Nation. 
H is famous acts are all shewne here, 
As in this story doth appeare. 

To TIIE TUNE OF S[ow I'cirl of Lolld:)ll. 

Roome for a Lad that's corne from seas, 
Hey jolly 17roome-man, 
That gladly now would tak his ease, 
..4 nd therefore make nte roome, man.* 
To France, the Ncthcrlands, Denmark, Spaine, 
I crost the seas, and backe againe. 
Yet in these Countries livèd I, 
And see many a valiant souldier dye. 
An hundred gallants there I kill'd, 
And beside, a world of blood I spild. 
In Germany I tooke a towne ; 
I threw the walls there upside downe. 

*The burden in the second and fourth lines is intended to be sttng through. 
*out, but being always the saine, is omitted here, to save space. 
Vou xx.  
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The ffrovi«! ]3roome-ma#. 

And when that I the same had done, 
I made the people ail to run. 
And when the people ail were gone, 
I held the towne myselfe alone. 

When valiant Ajax fought xvith Hector, 
I made them friends with a bowle of Nectar. 

The Second Part, to the same Tune. 

When Saturne xvarr'd against the Sun, 
I-tcy jolly lroome-man, 
Then through my help the field he won. 
,Zlnd tho'efore make me roome, man. 

With ttercules I tost the Club ; 
I rol'd Diogenes in a Tub. 

When Tamerlaine overcame the Turke, 
I blew up thousands in a vorke. 

When Cwsar's pompe I overthrew, 
Then many a Roman Lord I slew. 

When the Ammorites besieg'd Rome['s-I xvals, 
I drove them backe with fiery balls. 

And when the Greekes besiegèd Troy, 
I rescued off dame Itdlen's joy. 



7/« ï,n';ff 17rocme-man. 

And when that I had won this lame, 
! was honour'd of all men for the .ame. 

At Tilbury Campe with Captaine Drake, 
I ruade the Spanish Fleet to quake. 

At Holland's Leaguer there I fought, 
But there the service prov'd too hot. 

Then from the League returned I, 
Naked, hungry, cold, and dry. 

But here I have now compast the Globe, 
1 ara backe returned, as poore as Job. 

And now I ara sale returned backe, 
Here's to you in a cup of Canary Sacke. 

And now I am sale returned here, 
Here's to )'ou in a cup of English Beere. 

And if my travels you desire to see, 
HO', jdl_y Zh'oomc-»a., 
You may buy't for a peny heere of mee, 
And lherefore maZe »ce roontc, man. 

FINIS. 

R.C. 

LON DON, Printed for Rickard Harer, 
in Smithfield, 
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John and Joan : 
Or, 
A mari couple well met. 

To THE TUNE OF T// Paratour. 

You nine Castalian Sisters, 
that keep Parnassus hill, 
Corne down to me, 
and let me bee 
inspirèd with your skill, 
Tl;at well I may demonstrate 
a piece of household stuffe ; 
you that are wed, 
mark what is sedd, 
Beware of taking snuffe. 

A mad phantastick couple 
a young man and a Lasse, 
with their content, 
and friends consent, 
resolv'd their times to passe 
As man and wife together ; 
and so they marry'd were. 
Of this mad match 
I made this Catch, 
which you that please may hear. 



and .oan. 

They both had imperfections, 
which might have causèd strife ; 
the man would sweare 
and domineere-- 
so also would his wife. 
If John went to the Alehouse 
J oan ran unto the next; 
betwixt them both 
they made an oath 
That neither would be vext. 

I33 

What ever did the good man, 
his wife would doe the like ; 
if he was pleas'd, 
she was appeas'd ; 
if he would kick, shee'd strike. 
If queane or slut he call'd her, 
she call'd him rogue and knave ; 
if he would fight, 
shee'd scratch and bite,-- 
H e could no victory have. 

If John his dog had beaten, 
then Joan would beat her cat; 
If John, in scorne, 
his hand would burn, 
Joan would have burnt her hat. 
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.ïrohn and .ïroan. 

If John would breake a Pipkin, 
then J oan would break a pot ; 
thus he and she 
did both agree 
To waste ail that they got. 

If John would eate no victuals, 
then Joan would be as crosse ; 
they would not eat, 
but sav'd their meat-- 
In that there ",vas no losse. 
If John were bent to feasting, 
then Joan was of his mind ; 
in right or wrong 
both sung one song, 
As Fortune them assigned. 

The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 

In Taverne or in Alehouse, 
if John and Joan did meet, 
who ere was by 
in company, 
might taste their humours sweet 
What ever John had caPd for, 



7on a,ut 'oan. 

Joan would not be out-dar'd ; 
those that lack'd drink, 
through want of chink, 
For them the better far'd. 

I35 

Thus would they both sit drinking 
as long as coine did last! 
nay, more than this, 
ere they would misse 
good liquor for their taste, 
John would have damn'd [i.e., sold], his 
doublet, 
lais cloak, or anything, 
and Joan would pawne 
her coife of Lawne, 
Her bodkin, or her ring. 

If John were drunk, and reeld, 
then Joan would fall i' th tire ; 
if John fell downe 
i' th midst o' the towne 
beewraid in dirt and mire, 
Joan, like a kind co-partner, 
scorn'd to stand on her feet, 
but down shee'd fall 
before them all, 
And role about the street. 
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.ïr ohn and .ïr oan. 

If John had cal'd his Host knave, 
Joan cal'd her Hostis vhore ; 
for such like crimes 
they oftentimes 
were both thrust out of dore. 
If John abus'd the Constable, 
Joan vould have beat the Watch : 
thus man and wife, 
in peace or strife, 
Each other sought to match. 

But mark now, how it chance, 
af ter a yeare or more,-- 
this couple mad 
ail wasted had, 
and were grown very poore. 
John could no more get liquor, 
nor Joan could purchase drink ; 
then both the man 
and wife began 
Upon their states to thinke. 

Thus beat with their own wepons, 
John thus to Joan did say, 
Sweet heart, I see 
we two agree 
the cleane contfftry way ; 



o and oan. 

Henceforth let's doe in goodnesse 
as we have done in ill ; 
lle doe my best, 
doe thou the rest : 
A match! quoth J oan, I will. 

So, leaving those mad humors 
which them before possest, 
both man and wife 
doe lead a lire 
in plenty, peace, and test. 
Now John and Joan both, jointly, 
doe set hands to the Plough. 
Let all doe so 
in weale or woe, 
And they'l do well enough. 

1V[. P. 

Finis. 

Printed at London for Tko : Zambert. 
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J oy and sorrow mixt together: 
Or, a pleasant new Ditty, wherein you may find 
Conceits that are pretty to pleasure your mind. 
Tu TriE TUNE OF Such a Rogue would be hangd. 

Hang sorrow ! let's cast away care, 
for noxv I do meane to be merry ; 
Wee'l dring some good Aie and strong Beere, 
with Sugar, and Clarret, and Sherry. 
Now Ile.have a Wife of mine own : 
I shall have no need for to borrow ; 
would have it for to be known 
that I shall be married to morrow. 



and Sorrozo m£rL 

Here's a healtlt to my Bride t/rat shall Ve .t 
conte, plcdge il, you boon merry blades; 
The dag I mucA lon for lo see, 
we will be as merry as t/te M'aides. 
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I long" have sought out for a Wife, 
before that I any could see; 
But now, for to end all the strife, 
I have found one that pleaseth me ; 
She is a brave gallant, indeed ; 
besides, she is loving and k ind ; 
Good luck had I so well to speed, 
she is according to my mind. 
II«re's a hcaltA lo my ridc lkal sh«[l Se! 
corne, Icdgc i, you boon merry bAd«s ; 
To morrow's [/ze day you shall sce, 
we will be as merry, &c. 

Dame Nature hath sheved her Art 
in framing my Love so compleat ; 
Shee's handsomely ruade in each part,-- 
her like is hot, in my conceit : 
Her haire it doth glitter like gold, 
her eyes like to Stars do appeare ; 
Shee's beautious for to behold, 
yet she is my joy and my deere. 
Herds a kealtA to my tide tltat sltall be ! 
conte, ledge il, &c. 
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oy and Sorrow mi'L 

There's many a one will admire 
how I should obtain such a Lasse ; 
But now she's mine, gold shall not buy her, 
for ever I will her imbrace : 
Besides, she's a friend that will give 
ten pound to me when I am married ; 
This will maintain us while we lire, 
and if things be orderly carried. 
tterds a hcallh, &c. 

This man is a friend to my Lasse, 
I doubt not [that] so hee 'l remain : 
H e tels me, what ere corne to passe, 
my labour shall not be in vain. 
If he his own promise do keep, 
'ris likely with me to go well; 
This makes me, both waking and sleep, 
to think of my bonny sweet Nell. 
Itergs a healh, &c. 

Now is the sad night overpast, 
and day chearefully doth appeare ; 
To Church with my Nell Ile make haste, 
to 'voyd all suspicion and feare : 
All you that will now go along, 
I pray you not to use delay ; 
Delay oftentimes causeth wrong ; 
I'm joyfull of this happy day 



roy and Sorrow mixL 

IVow, here's a heatk la my Bride ! 
came, pledge il, you &oon merry blades ; 
And la all married coules beside : 
wedll now &e as merry as the laides, 

Now, wedding and all being done 
and finished, as he did desire, 
The Company homewards were gone. 
the Bride a bed, and he lay by her. 
Saine speeches there past them between, 
which ruade him his bargaine repent ; 
The next morning, as it doth seem, 
the Bridegroom began to relent. 
tIdl now drink no more to kis tride ! 
nor yet fo no boon merry 61ades ; 
Now ke layes kis joyes all aside ; 
]te is hOt so merr as the IWaides. 
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The second part now makes the young man com- 
plaine 
He wisheth with heart he were unwedded again. 
To THE SAME TUNE. 

You young men, I'm marryed too soon ; 
my Wife she is not what she seem'd ; 
Alas I I ara now quite undone ; 
now sorrow comes which I never deem'd. 
In wiveing I bave ruade too much hast ; 
I v¢ould the fast knot v¢ere untide ; 



oy and Sotrow. 
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If my wedding day were not past 
I would not be ride to my Bride. 
l'm wedded la sorrozv and i#ain ; 
now, farewell.t all my merry blades ; 
IVould I were unmarried again, 
I would be as rnerry as the raides. 

My Wife's not what I thought she xvas,-- 
the more is my grief and my care ; 
She proves to me but a crackt glasse ; 
Mas! I am catcht in a snare. 
She was promis'd me to be sound, 
but now I final 'ris nothing so ; 
Would I were rid of her ten pound, 
so that I were rid of her too. 
I'm wedded lo sorrow, &c. 

The man that did give me the money, 
I doubt that he had the best share ; 
It seems he did love my sweet honey, 
and still doth so, I greatly feare. 
But now here is the worst of ail, 
my Wife she proves tobe with Barn; 
The Child it will me Father call, 
although it me nothing concern. 
I'm wedded, &c. 

My Wife was with Child long before 
that I married her, [now] I do find; 
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roy and Sorrow. 

'Tis folly to say any more, 
and yet it doth trouble my mind. 
If I ask her, in Ioving sort, 
to whom she her Maiden-head did give, 
With words she doth cut me off short, 
saying, I shall never know while I live. 
Ira weddcd, &c. 

What Man living can brook this wrong, 
to Father another Man's Child ? 
Yet I were as good hold my tongue, 
now I find [how] that I ara beguil'd : 
With patience I must be content; 
'ris many men's Fortune like mine; 
N ow I have no way to prevent 
this, I might have loreseen in time. 
I'm wedded to sorrow, &c. 

Belote I was wed I nere thought 
of any such matter at all ; 
I thought a great pri[-z]e I had caught, 
but now my reward is but small : 
'Tis true indeed I have ten pound, 
and a dainty curious fine Wife ; 
But had I known what I have found, 
I would have lived a single life. 
l'm wddd, &c. 



oy and Sorrow. 
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Let young men take warning by me, 
for Maidens are dangerous ware ; 
I have got a Wife and some money, 
and yet I have bought her too deare : 
For cunningly I ara beguild ; 
unto all my Neighbours 'tis known 
[That] now I must father a Child, 
although it be none of mine own. 
I'm wedded lo sorrow and pain ; 
no'v, farewell .t all my merry 3lades ; 
Vould I were un»mrried againe, 
I would 3e as merry as tle Maids. 

Finis, 

Rickard Climsull. 

London, Printed for Iokn Vright the younger, 
dwelling in the Old Bayley. 

VOL. . l. 
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The kind beleeving H ostesse. 

I owe my Hostesse money, 
She takes me for her debter; 
On the buttery doore 
Stands my Score,m 
The turther on the better. 

To THE TUNE OF J[J/'//, IVilly once ad strayed. 

I have an Hostesse pretty, 
exceeding faire and witty ; 
Where she doth dwdl 
I shall you tell, 
If you will list to my ditty. 
I owe my ttoslesse money; 
slee takes mee jor ler De3tor; 
on tle auttery doore 
stands my çcore,-- 
tle furtlcr on Me &lter. 

Neere London is her dwelling ; 
To trust me shee is willing ; 
H er pots are small, 
And little withall, 
But I xvill looke to her filling. 
I owe mv ttostesse money, 



TAc kind $dein IIoslesse. 

To me she beares affection, 
And calls me her owne complection ; 
Her husband John--  
Poore sillygld man! 
She keepes under subjection. 
I owe my Host¢sse money, &c. 

14- 

To speake, poore man, he dares not; 
My Hostesse for him cares hOt ; 
Sheele drinke, and quaffe, 
And merrily laugh, 
And she his anger feares not. 
I owe my tfoslesse money, &c. 

Ail night she will sit smoaking, 
For roaring gallants looking ; 
And those which stay 
Are sure to pay ;-- 
I doe not like such rooking, 
I owe my ltostesse money, &c. 

Tobacco and hot waters, 
And female rooking Cheaters 
Are bravely drest ; 
But I protest 
I hate such sharking Creatures. 
I orve my Itoslcssc mo»cy, &c, 
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The kind heleeving Hostesse. 

Shee keepes both t?esse and Dolly, 
Brave wenches stout and jolly ; 
But Ile have a care 
Of them to beware, 
I know they are given to folly. 
I owe m? ttostesse money, &c. 

Thei'le trade with Dutch and Danish, 
The French, and lustful Spanish ; 
But when the vhores 
Corne in a doores, 
Away I bid them vanish. 
I owe my Iïroslesse money, &t. 

l'me sure they shall not cheate me ; 
I care hOt though they hate me ; 
Like Crocodiles, 
Their teares and smiles 
Shall nota foole create me. 
I owe my Hos/esse money; 
She takes »te for ker de&let, 
On Æhe t?uÆ/ery doore, 
Stands my Score.-- 
Tloe firther on tloe kettêr. 



149 

The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 

The trueth for to speak rightly, 
They get their money lightly 
By lustfull sinne, 
Cornes jyngling in 
Unto them day and nightly. 
I owe my Hoslesse monoE, 'c. 

Ther's swaggering 2Vathaniel, 
With roaring acke and Daniel, 
For their delight 
That loves to keepe 
A Hawk, a Horse, a Spaniel. 
I owe my Itoslesse money, 'c. 

Ther's Swearing Sire and Sanders, 
Are new corne ore from trlanders, 
That sweares and roares, 
And beates the Whores, 
Yet never were commanders. 
I owe my I-fostesse money, &c. 

You may have, for your money, 
A Rabit, or young Coney ; 
Most dainty words 
H er love affords,-- 
Sheele call you ber owne sweet hunny 
I owe my Hostesse money, &c, 
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Tire kDtd kclccvhtg ttoslcsse 

If you on the sport be eager, 
And that you xvill not sxvagger, 
Kind Gentlemen, 
You neede not then 
Goe unto I[olland's Leaguer. 
l owe »OE lIoslesse money, &c. 

Fer \Venhos she can get yee, 
And of ail sorts can fit yee, 
*Iost bravely clad, 
As may be had, 
1 f lcasure but permit yee. 
I owe my ttos/csse mouç,, &c. 

A Girl._', a:'.ir'd in Sattin, 
Can peake both French and Latine ; 
If you bave gold, 
Vou may be bold, 
And have a fine roomt." to chat in, 
I owe my Itoslesse mouey, &c. " 

.OE Courtl'y Lasse that's pretty, 
Or one fetcht from the City, 
Or for your sport, 
One tall or short, 
A handsome Wench that's witty 
l owe my Iloslease mono, ' &c. 



The kind belcez'iç tIostcssc. 

If so belceving ara yee, 
As for the rest, O damme yee-- 
But will be kind, 
Unto your mind-- 
The Whores will finely flam yee. 
[ owe my Iostesse money, &c. 

By others harmes be warned, 
With wisedomes eye dscerne it, 
And have a care 
You corne hot there, 
From them the French to learne it. 
I owe my Hostesse money, &c. 

With hony words I will screw ber, 
And many a fine tricke shew ber ;-- 
lle keepe me away 
When shee is to pay 
Her Baker and her Brewer. 
I owe my ttostesse motey ; 
Shee lakes me for ber debler, 
and lookes ¢or the day 
a,hcn ber I s/zonld ay, 
the more il is, still the ketter. 

FINIS. 

London, Printed for . B. 



The King and the Northern-Man, 
Showing how a poor Northumber-land-Man (Ten- 
nant to the King) being wronged by a Lawyer 
(his Neighbour) went to he King himself to make 
known his grievance. 
To THE TUNE OF The S/lit. 

To drive avay the weary da)', 
a book I chanced to take in hand, 
And therein I read assuredly 
a story--as you shall understand. 
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Perusing many a H istory over, 
amongst the Leaves I chanc'd to view 
The Book's name, and Title is this, 
THE SECOND LEssoN--Too good to fie truc. 
There read I of a Northumberland-man, 
that was born and brought up in the King's land; 
He paid twenty shillings Rent a year 
to the King, as I do understand. 
By him there dwelt a Lawyer false, 
that with his Farm was hOt content, 
But over the poor man still hang'd his nose, 
because he did gather the King's Rent. 
He told him he his Lease had forfeit, 
and that he must there no longer abide ; 
"The K[ingJ bysuch Lownes hath mickle wrongdone, .- 
and, for you. the world is broad and wide." 
The poor man pray'd him for to cease, 
and content himself if he would be wiIling : 
And " pick novantage in my Lease, 
and I shall give thee forty shilling." 
" It's neither forty Shillings nor forty pound, 
ise warrant thee, so can agree thee and me, 
Unless thou yield me thy..farm so round, 
and stand upon my courtesie." 
The Poor man said he might not do so, 
his wife and his Barns will make ill wark; 
" If thou with my Farm wilt let me go, 
thou seem'st a gude fellow, ise give thee 5 mark," 
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T/te A'ing and t/te xVorl/tcrn-l'[an. 

The Lawyer would not be so content, 
but further i'th matter he means to smell " 
The neighbours bad the poor man provide his rent, 
and make a submission to the King himsel. 
He got a humble staff on lais back, 
a jerkin, I xvot, that was of grey. 
With a good blew Bonnet--he thought it no lack-- 
to the King he is ganging as fast as he may. 
He had not gone a mile out'o'th town, 
but one of his Neighbors he did espy ; 
" How far is it toth' King ? for thither I'm boun 
as fast as ever I can hye." 
" I am sorry for you, neighbour," he said ; 
"for our simplicity I make moan ; 
Ice warrant you, you may ask for the King, 
O" '» 
when nine or ten days journey you have one. 
" Had I wist the King had wond so far, 
Ise never a sought him a mlle out o'th town ; 
He's either had sought me, or we'd nere a come near, 
at home I had rather ha spent a Cr6wn." 
But when he came to the City of London, 
of every man he for the King did call ; 
They told him that him he need not fear, 
for the King he lies now at the \Vhite-Hall. 
And with spying of Farlies in the City, 
because he had never been there beforn, 
He lee so long a bed the next day, 
the Court was remov'd to Winsor that morn. 
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" Y¢u ha lay too long," then said his Host, 
"you ha lay too long by a great while ! 
The King is now to Winsor gone ; 
he's further gone by twenty mlle." 
" I think I was curst," then said the .poor man  
" If I had been wise, I might ha consider ; 
Belike the K ing of me has gotten some weet, 
he lmd ne'r gone away had hot I come hither." 
" He fled not for you," then said lais Host, 
" but hye you to Winsor as fast as you may; 
Besure it will requit]e your cost, 
for look, what is past the King will pay." 
But whën he came to Winsor Castle, 
with his humble staff on lais back, 
Although the Gates wide open stood, 
he laid on them till he ruade u'm crack. 
"Why stay, pray friend, art mad ?" quoth the Porter; 
"what makes thee keep this stir to day ?' 
"Why, I am a Tennant of the King's, 
who have a Message to him to say." 
" The King bath men enough," aid the Porter, 
" your message well that they can say." 
" Why, ther's ne'r a Knave the King doth keep 
shall ken m) secret mind to day. 
I were told ere I came from home, 
ere I got hither it would be dear bought ; 
Let me in, Ise give thee a single Penny, 
I sec thouxvilt ha[summat]ere thoudo itfornought." 
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The King and the Northern-lffan. 

" Gramercy," said the Porter then, 
"thy reward is so great I cannot say nay ; 
Yonder's a Noble Man within the Court, 
l'le first hear what he doth say." 
When the Porter came to the Noble Man, 
he said he would shew him pretty sport ; 
"There's sike a Clown come to the gate, 
as came not these seven years to the Court. 
He calls ail Knaves the King doth keep ; 
he raps at the Gates, and makes great din ; 
He's passing liberal of reward, 
he'd give a good single Penny to be let in." 
" Let him in" then, said the Noble man ; 
"Come in, Fellow," the Porter gan say; 
" If thou corne within thy self," he said, 
"thy staffbehind the Gate must stay, 
And this Cuckold's Cur must lig behind  
what, a Deel ! what a Cur hast got with thee ! 
The King will take him up for his own sell, 
Ise warrant, when as he doth him see." 
"Beshrew thy Limbs," then said the poor man, 
" then maist thou count me foo|, or worse, 
I wot not what Bankrupt lies by the K ing, 
for want of Money he may pick my purse." 
" Let him in with his Staff and Dog," said the Lord. 
He gave a'nod with's head, and a beck with's knee, 
"If you be Sir King," then said the poor man, 
"as I can very well think ye be, 
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For, as I was told ere I came from home, 
you'r goodliest man that e're I saw beforn, 
With so many jingles jangles about one neck 
as is about yours I never saw none !" 
" I am hot the King," said the Noble man, 
" fellow, although I bave a proud Coat." 
" Ifyou be hot the King, help me to the speech of him : 
you seem a gude fellow, ise give you a Groat." 
" Gramercy," said the Noble man, 
" thy revard is so great, I cannot say nay ; 
Ile go know the King's pleasure, if I can, 
till I corne again be sure you stay." 
" Here's sike a staying," then said the poor man, 
"belike the king's better than any in out country 
I might a gane to the farthest nuke i'th' house, 
neither Lad nor Lown to trouble me." 
When the Noble man came to the King, 
he said he could shew his Grace good sport: 
" Here's such a Clown corne to the gate, 
as came hot this seven years to the Court. 
He calls all knaves your Highness keeps, 
and more than that, he terres them worse ; 
He'l hot corne in without his Staffand Dog, 
for fear some Bankrupt will pick his purse." 
" Let him in with his staff," then said our King, 
"that of his sport we may sec some ; 
We'l sec how he'l handle every thing, 
as soon as our match of Bowls is donc." 
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The A'inç a»d lke Norlkern-3[an. 

The Noble man led him through many a room, 
and through many a Galleray gay ; 
".Vhat, a Deel ! doth the King with so many houses, 
that he gets them not fill'd with Corn and Hay ?" 
At last they spied the King in a Garden, 
yet from his game he did not start ; 
The day was so hot, he cast off his Doublet, 
he had nothing, from the wst up, but his shirt. 
" Lo ! yonder's the King," said the Noble-man ; 
"behold ! fellow ; Io, where he goes." 
" Believ't he's some unthrift," says the poor man, 
" that bas lost his money, and pawn'd his cloths." 
But when he came before the King, 
the Noble-man did his courtesie ; 
The poor man followed after him, 
and gave a nod with's head, and a beck with'sknec. 
" If you bc Sir King," then said the poor man, 
" as I can hardly think ye be ? 
Here is a gude fellow that brought me hither, 
is liker to be the king than ye." 
" I am the king," his Grace now said ; 
 ' fellow, let me thy case understand." 
" If you be Sir King, Ime a Tenant ofyours, 
that -,vas born and brought up in your own land. 
There dwells a Lawyer hard by me, 
and a fault in my Lease he saith he hath found, 
And ail was for felling rive poor Ashès, 
to build an house upon your own ground." 
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" Hast thou a Lease here ?" said out l:ing. 
"or canst thou shew to me the Deed ? 
He gave it into the king's own hand, 
and said " Sir, here 'tis, if that you can read." 
" Let's sec thy Lease," then said the king- 
then from his Black Box he pull'd it out, 
He gave it into the king's own hand, 
with four or rive knots ty'd fast in a clout. 
"We'st never unlose these knots," said the king" 
he gave it to one that behind him did stay. 
"It is a proud Horse," then said the poor man, 
" will not carry's own provender along the highway. 
Pay me forty shillings, as Ise pay you, 
I will not think much to unloose a knot; 
I would I were so occupied every day, 
I'd unloose a score on um for a groat." 
When the King had gotten these Letters read, 
and round the truth was very so, 
" I warrent thee, thou hast hOt forfeit thy Lease 
il" thou hadst feld rive Ashes mo." 
" I, every one can warrant me, 
but all your varrants are not worth a flee ; 
For he that troubles me and will nc, t let me go, 
neither cares for warrant of you nor me." 
" Thou'st have an Injunction," said our king 
" from troubling of thee he will cease ; 
He'l either shew thee a good cause why, 
or else he'l let thee lire in peace" 
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TAe Kin and tac NortAern-3Ian. 

"What's that Injunction," said the poor man ; 
"good Sir, to me I pray you say." 
"Why, it is a Letter l'le cause to be vritten,-- 
but art thou so simple as thou shevst to-day ?" 
"Why, if it be a Letter, l'me never the better ; 
keep it to thyself, and trouble not me ; 
I could ha had a letter written cheaper at horne, 
nd nere a corne out of rny own country." 
" Thou'st have an Atachment," said our King ; 
"charge ail that thou seest take thy part ; 
Till he pay thee an hundred pound 
be sure thou never let hirn start. 
" If any seem against thee to stand, 
be sure thou corne hither straightway." 
" I, rnarry, is that all Ise get for rny labour ? 
then I may corne trotting every day." 
' Thou art hard of belief," then said our King,-- 
to please him with Letters he vas willing,-- 
" I see you have taken great pains in writing, 
with all rny heart Ise give you a Shilling." 
" l'le have none of thy shilling," said our King ; 
" man with thy rnoney, God give thee vin ;" 
He threw it ir, to the King's bosorne ; 
the money lay cold next to his skin. 
" Beshrew thy heart," then said our King, 
"thou art a carle sornething too bold! 
Dost thou not see I arn hot with bowling, 
and the money next to my skin lies cold ?" 



"I never wist that before," said the poor man, 
"before sike time as I came hither ; 
If the Lawers in our Country thought 'twas cold, 
they would hot heap so much together." 
The King called up his Treasurer, 
and bad him fetch him twenty pound ; 
" If ever thy Errand lye here axvay, 
i'le bear thy Charges up and down." 
When the poor man saw the Gold down tendred, 
for to receive it he xvas willing : 
" If I had thought the K ing had had so mickle 
Gold, 
beshrew my heart, l'de a kept my shilling." 
The poor man got home the next Sunday ; 
the Lawer soon did him espy ; 
" O Sir, you have been a stranger long, 
I think from me you have kept you by." 
" It was for you indeed," said the poor man, 
the matter to the King as I have tell ; 
I did as my neighbour put into my head, 
and made a submission to him mysell." 
"What, a Deel! didst with the KI-ing] ?" qd the 
Lawyer, 
" could hot neighbours and friends agree thee and 
l'D.e ." 
"The deel a neighbour or friend that I had, 
that would ha been such a day's man as he ! 

VOL. II K 
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He has gi'n me a Letter, but I know not what they 
cal't, 
but if the king's words be true to me, 
When you have read and perused it over, 
I hope you'l leave and let me be. 
He has gi'n me another, but I know not xvhat too, 
but I charge you all to hold him fast ; 
Till he pay me an hundred pound, 
I will go tye him fast tull a Post." 
"Marry, God forbid !" the Lavyer said " 
then the Tachment was red before them there, m 
"Thou must needs something credit me, 
till I go home and fetch some mear." 
"Credit ! nay, that's it the king forbad ; 
he bade, if I got thee, I should thee stay." 
The Lawyer paid him an hundred pound 
in ready money ere he went away. 
Would every Lawyer were served thus! 
from troubling poor men they xvould cease - 
They'd either shew good cause why, 
or else they'd let him lire in peace. 
And thus I end my merry song, 
xvhich shews the plain man's simpleness, 
And the king's great mercy in righting wrongs, 
and the Laxvyer's fraud and wickedness. 

Printed by and for Alex. Milbourn, at the Stationers- 
Arms in Green-Arbor-Court, in the Little Oid-Baily. 
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A Pleasant new Ballad betweene 
King Edward the Fourth and a Tanner of Tam- 
worth, as hee rode upon a time with his Nobles on 
Hunting, towards Drayton Basset. 
In Summer rime, when leaves grew greene, 
and birds sitting on every tree : 
King dward would a hunting ride, 
some pastime for to see. 
Our King he would a hunting ride 
by eight a clocke of the day, 
And well was he 'ware of a bold Tanner 
come riding on the way. 
A good russet coat the Tanner had on, 
fast buttoned under his chin, 
And under him a good cow-hide, 
and a mare of foue shilling. 
Now stand you here, good my Lords ail, 
under this trusty tree, 
And I will wend to yonder fellow, 
to know from whence came hee. 
" God speed ! God speed !" then said our King, 
" thou art welcome, good fellow !" (quoth hee), 
"Which is the way to Drayton Basset ? 
I pray )'ou shew it to me." 
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" The way to Drayton Basset, 
from this way as thou dost stand ? 
The next paire of Gallowes thou commest to, 
thou must turne upon the left hand." 
" That is hOt the way," then said our King ; 
"the readiest way, I pray thee, shev mee." 
"Whether thou be thiefe or true man," quoth the 
Tanner, 
" I am weary of thy company,-- 
".Away, with a vengeance ;" quoth the Tanner, 
" I hold thee out of thy wit ; 
For this day have I ridden and gone, 
and I am fasting yet." 
" Goe with me to Drayton Basset," said our King, 
"no Dainties -,ve will lacke ; 
For wee'l have meat and drinke of the best, 
and I will pay for the [snacke."-I 
" Godamercie for nothing," quoth the Tanner, 
" thou shalt pay for no dinner of mine ; 
I have more groats and nobles in my purse 
than thou hast pence in thine." 
" God save your goods," then said our King, 
"and send them well to thee !" 
" Be thou thiefe or true man," said the Tanner, 
" I am weary of thy company. 
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Away, with a vengance !" quoth the Tanner, 
" of thee I stand in feare ; 
The appareil thou wearest on thy backe 
may seeme a good Lord to weare." 

" I never stole them," said our King, 
" I sweare to you by the rood." 
" Thou art some Ruffian of the Country, 
thou ridest in the midst of thy good." 

'" What newes doe you heare ?" then said our K ing; 
" I pray what newes d'you heare ?" 
" I heare no newes," answered the Tanner, 
" But that Cow-hides be deare." 

" Cow-hides ! Cow-hides !" then said our King ; 
" I marvel what they be !" 
'" Why, art thou a foole ?" quoth the Tanner, 
"looke ! I have one under mee." 

" Yet one thing of thee I would thee pray, 
so that thou would not be strange ; 
If thy Mare be better than my Steed, 
I pray you let us change." 

" But if thou, needs, vith me wilt change, 
as change full well may yee, 
By the faith of my body," quoth the Tanner, 
"I looke to have boot of thee," 
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" What boot wilt thou aske ?" then said the King. 
"What boot wilt thou aske, on this ground ?" 
" No pence, nor halfpence," said the Tanner, 
" But a Noble in Gold so round." 

The second part of King Edward the 
Fourth and the Tanner of Tamworth. 

" Here's twenty good groats then," said the King, 
"so, well paid see that you be !" 
" I love thee better than I did before, 
I thought thou hadst ne're a penny. 

But if so be we must needs change, 
as change[d-] we must abide, 
Though thou hast gotten Brocke, my liare, 
thou shalt not have my Cow-hide." 

The Tanner tooke the good Cow-hide, 
that off the Cow was hilt, 
And threw it upon the King's saddle, 
that was so fairely gilt. 

" Noxv helpe ! helpe me up !" quoth the Tanner, 
" full quickly that I were gone ; 
For when I corne home to Jillian my wife, 
shee'l sa), I ara a Gentleman." 
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The Kinge tooke the Tanner by the leg, 
he girded a fart so round ; 
" You are very homely," then said the King, 
" were I aware, l'de a laid you o'th ground." 

But when the Tanner ",vas in the King's Saddle, 
astonied [Le., astonished] that hee was ; 
Hee knew not the stirrups that hee did weare, 
whether they were gold or brasse. 

But when the Steed saw the black Cow-taile wag, 
for and the blacke Cow-horne, 
The Steed began to run away, 
as the Devill the Tanner had borne, 

Untill he came unto a nooke, 
a little beside an Ash ; 
The Steed gave the Tanner such a fall, 
his necke was almost brast. 

" Take thy horse again, with a vengeance !" hee said, 
"with .me hee shall not abide." 
" It is no marvell," said the King, and laught, 
"he knew not your Cow-hide." 

But if that wee must needs now change here, 
as change well that we mote, 
Ile sweare to you plaine, if you have your Mare, 
I doe looke to have some boot," 
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" What boot wilt thou aske ?" quoth the Tanner 
" what boot wilt thou aske on this ground ?" 
" No pence nor halfepence," said the King, 
" but in gold twenty pound." 

" Here's twenty groats," said the Tanner, 
"and twenty more I had of thine ; 
I have ten groats more in my purse, 
wee'l drink rive of them at the Wine." 

The King set a Bugle-horne to his mouth, 
that blew both loud and shrill ; 
Then rive hundred Lords and Knights 
came riding over a hill. 

" Away, with a vengeance " quoth the Tanner, 
"with thee Ile no longer abide ! 
Thou art a strong thiefe, yonder be thy fellowes, 
they will steale away my Cow-hide." 

" No, I protest!" then" said our King, 
for so it may not be ; 
Thay be Lords of Drayton Basset, 
come out of the Noîth country." 

But when they came before the King, 
full loe they fell on their knee; 
The Tanner had rather than a hundred pound 
hee had been out of their company. 
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"A coller! A coller !" then said the King, 
"A coller !" that he did cry : 
Then would he ha' given a thousand pound 
he had hOt been so nie. 

"A coller ! a coller !" quoth the Tanner, 
"that is a thing will breed sorrow ! 
For af ter a coller commeth a halter, 
and I shall be hangd tomorrow !" 

" No, do not feare," the King did say, 
"for pastime thou hast showne me ; 
No coller nor halter thou shalt have, 
but I will give thee a iee; 

For Plumpton Parke I will thee give, 
with the Tenements three beside,-- 
Which is worth rive hundred pound a yeare,-- 
to maintaine thy good Cow-hide," 

" Godamercie ! Godamercie !" quoth the Tanner, 
" for this good deed thou hast done, 
If ever thou commest to merry Tamworth, 
"thou shalt have clouting leather for thy shone." 

Finis. 

London, Printed by A. 
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A 

Pleasant Ballad of King Henry 
the second, and the Miller of Mansfield, and 
how he was Entertained and Lodged at the 
Miller's House, and of their pleasant Communi- 
cation. 

To "rrle Tulle: o1 The French Levalto, &c. 

t-Zotry, our Royal King, would ride a Hunting 
to the green Forrest so pleasant and fair ; 
To bave the Hart chasèd--the dainty Does tripping-- 
unto merry ._çhcra,ood his Nobles repair. 
Hawk and Hound was unbound, ail things prepar'd 
For the same--to the game vith good regard. 

Ail a long Summer's Day rode the King pleasantly, 
with ail his Princes and Nobles each one, 
Chasing the Hart and H ind, and the Buck gallantly, 
till the dark Evening forc'd him to turn home. 
Then at last, riding fast, he had lost quite 
Ail his Lords in the Woods, late in dark Night. 

Wandring thus warily all alone, up and down, 
with a rude Miller he met at the last ; 
Asking the ready way unto fair Nottinghamm 
" Sir," (quoth the Miller) "your way you have lost, 
Yet I think what I think, truth for to say, 
¥ou do not likely ride out of the way." 
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"Why, what dost thou think of me," quoth our King 
merily, 
"passing thy judgment upon me so brief ?" 
" Good faith," (said the Miller) " I mean not to 
flatter thee, 
I guess thee to be but some Gentleman-Thief; 
Stand thee back in the dark! light thee not down ; 
Least that I presently crack thy Knave's crown." 

" Thou hast abus'd me much," (quoth the King) 
" saying thus ; 
I am a Gentleman, and Lodging I lack." 
" Thou hast not" (quoth the Miller) "one groat in 
thy purse ; 
all thy I nheritance hangs on thy back." 
" I have gold to discharge all that I call ; 
If it be Forty Pence, I will pay ail." 

" If thou beest a True-man," (then quoth the Miller) 
"I sweare by my tole-dish, I'll lodge thee all 
night." 
" Here's my hand," (quoth the King) " that was I 
ever." 
" Nay, soif," (qd. the Miller) "thou may'st be a 
Spright ! 
Better I'll know thee, e'er hands I will take ; 
With none but honest men hands will I shake." 
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Thus they went all along" unto the miller's house, 
where they were seething of Puddings and Souse: 
The Miller first entred in, then after him the King; 
never came he in so smoaky a house. 
"Now" (quoth he) " let me see here what you are. 
Quoth our King, " Lo, ok your fill, and do not spare." 

" I like thy countenance ; thou hast an honest face ; 
with my Son Richard this night thou shalt lye," 
Quoth his wife, " By my troth, it is a handsome 
Youth, 
yet, it is best (husband) for to deal warily : 
Art not thou a Run-away ? prethee, Youth, tell ; 
Shew me thy Pasport, and all shall be well." 

Then our King" presently, making low courtesie, 
With his hat in his hand, thus he did say: 
" I have no passport, nor never was Servitor, 
but a poor Courtier, rode out of my way ; 
And for your kindness here offered I-toi me, 
I will requite it in every degree." 

Then to the Miller his wife whispered secretly, 
saying, "it seems this Youth's of good kin, 
Both by his aparel, and eke by his manners ; 
to turn him out certainly 'twere a great sin." 
" Yea," (quoth he) "you may see he bath some grace 
When he doth speak to his betters in place." 
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" Well," qd the Miller's wife, "young man, welcom 
here ! 
and, tho' I say it, well lodg'd thou shalt be ; 
Fresh straw I will have laid on thy bed so brave, 
good brown hempen-sheets likewise," quoth she. 
" Ay," quoth the good man, "and when that is done, 
You shall lye with no worse than my ovn Son." 

"Nay, first," (quoth Richard) "Goodfellow, tell me 
true, 
hast thou no Creepers within thy gay Hose ? 
Or art thou not troubled vith the Scabbado ?" 
"I pray," quoth our King, "what things are those ?" 
" Art thou not lousie, nor scabby ?" quoth he; 
" If thou beest, surely thou ly'st hot with me." 

This caus'd the King suddenly to laugh most heartily, 
till the tears trickled down trom his eyes. 
Then to their supper were they set orderly, 
with a hot bag-pudding and good apple-pies ; 
Nappy ale, good and stale, in a brown bowl, 
Which did about the board merrily trowl. 

" Here," qd the railler, "good fellow, I drink to thee, 
and to all Courtnals wherever they be." 
" I'll pledge you," quoth our King, "and thank you 
heartily 
for your good welcome, in every degree ; 
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And here, in like manner, l'll drink to your Son," 
" Do so," quoth l?ickard, " but quick let it corne." 

"Wife," quoth the Miller, ': fetch me forth Light-foot, 
that we of his sweetness a little may taste." 
A fair vension-pa.try then brought she forth presently 
" Eat," quoth the Miller, but, Sir, make no waste." 
" Here's dainty Light-foot, in faith" said our King, 
" I never before did Eat so dainty a thing." 

"I ",vis," said Richard, " no dainty at ail it is, 
for we do eat of it every day." 
" In what place," said the King, "may be bought 
like to this ? " 
" We never pay penny for it, by my fay ; 
From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here ; 
Now and then we make bold with our King's deer." 

" Then I think," said our King, "that it is venison." 
" Each fool," quoth Richard, " full ",vell may see 
that ; 
Never are we without t'`vo or three under the roof, 
very ",vell fleshed and excellent fat : 
But, prethee, say nothing, where ever thou go ; 
We ",vould not, for t',vo pence, the King should it 
know." 
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Doubt, hot," then said the King, " my promis'd 
secresie ; 
the King shall never know more on't for me." 
A cup of lambs-wool they drank unto him then, ' 
and to their beds they past presently. 
The Nobles, next morning, went all up and dovn, 
For to seek out the King in every town. 

At last at the miller's house soon they espy'd him 
plaine, 
as he was mounting upon his fair Steed ; 
To whom they came presently, fallirg upon their 
knee ; 
which made the miller's heart wofully bleed ; 
Shaking and quaking, before them he stood, 
Thinking he should have been hang'd by the rood. 

The King perceiving him fearful and trembling, 
drew forth his sword, and nothing he said; 
The railler dow;a did fall, crying before them all, 
doubting the King would have eut off his head. 
But [he] his kind Courtesie for to requite, 
Gave him a living, and ruade him a knight. 
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The Second Part of the King and 
the Miller, shewing how he came to Court with 
his wife and son, and what merry Conceits 
passed between the King and them. 

When as our Royal King came home from IVotting- 
and vith his Nobles at IVestminster lay, 
Recounting the sports and pastimes they had tane 
in this late Progress, along by the way ; 
Of them all, great and small, he did protest 
The Miller of [ans)qeld's sport likd him best. 

" And now, my Lords," quoth the King, " I am 
determined, 
against St. George's next sumptuous feàst, 
That this old railler, our last confirmed knight, 
with his son Richard, shall both be my Guests ; 
For, in this merriment, 'tis my desire 
To talk with the jolly knight and the young Squire." 

When as the ]-noble] Lords saw the king's pleasant- 
ness, 
they were right joyfull and glad in their hearts : 
A Pursevant there was sent straight on the business, 
the which had Oftentimes been in those parts. 



When he came to the place where he did dwell, 
lais message orderly then he did tell. 

"God save your worship 1" then said the Messenger, 
"and grant your Lady ber rown-] heart's desire ; 
And to your Son [dchard good fortune and happi- 
ness 
that sweet young Gentleman, and gallant Squire ! 
Our king greets you ail, and thus {-he] doth say, 
You must corne to the Court on St. Geore's day  

Therefore, in any case, fail not to be in place." 
" I wis," quoth the Miller, " this is an odd jest ! 
What should we do there ?" he said,--" taith, I am 
half afraid." 
" I doubt," quoth Richard, "l-toi be hang'd at the 
least." 
"Nay," quoth the messenger, " you do mistake, 
Our king he provides a great feast for your cake." 

Then said the miller, "Now, by my troth, messenger, 
thou hast contented my xvorship full well. 
Hold ! here's 3 farthings to 'quit thy great gentleness 
for these happy tydings which thou dost me tell. 
Let me see! here's to thee ! tell to our King, 
We'll wait on his mastership in every thing." 
Vor., TT. 
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The Pursevant smilèd at their simplicity, 
and, making many legs, took their Reward ; 
And takin then lais leave with great humility, 
to the King's Court again he repair'd 
Shewing unto his Grace in each degree 
The Knight's most liberal gift and bounty. 

When he was gone away, thus did the miller say : 
"here cornes expe:ces and charges indeed ! 
Now we must needs be brave, though we spend all 
we have ; 
for of new Garments we have great need : 
Of horses and serving men we must have store, 
With bridles and saddles, and twenty things more." 
" Tush, Sir 'ohn ï'qd lais wife, "never fret nor frown, 
you shall be at no more charges for me ! 
For I will turn and trim up my old Russet Gown, 
with every thing [elseJ as fine as may be ; 
And on our mill-horses full swift we will ride, 
.Vith pillows and pannels, as we shall provide." 
In this most stately sort Rode they unto the Court, 
their jolly Son lichard [the] foremost of all; 
Who set up, by good hap, a Cock's Feather in his 
cap, 
and so they jetted down towards the King's Hall, 
The merry old miller with his hands on his side, 
His Wife» like maid lIarrian did mince» at that tide» 
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The King and his nobles that heard of lais coming, 
meeting this gallant knight with lais brave train, 
" Welcome, Sir knight," quoth he, "with this your 
gay Lady ; 
good Sir 'ohn Cockle once welcome again ! 
And sois this Squire of courage so free !" 
Quoth Dick, "A 3ots on you .t d3 yot know zte ?" 

Quoth our King gently," Hoxv should I forget thee ?" 
thou wast my own Bedfellow, well that I wot." 
" But I think of a trick, tell me thaz, prethee, Dick, 
how thou with farting didst make the bed hot ?" 
" Thou vhorson happy knave !" then quoth the 
knight, 
"speak cleanly to our king, or else go shite." 

The King and lais Courtiers heartily laugh'd at this, 
while the King took them both by the hand; 
With Ladies and their Maids, like to the Queen of 
Spades, 
the Miller's wife did so orderly stand, 
A Milk-maid's courtesie at every word ; 
And down the Folks were set at the side board, 

Where the king royally, in Princely majesty, 
sat at his dinner with joy and delight. 
When they had eaten well, to jesting then [he] fell; 
taking a bowl of ",vine, drank to the knight ; 
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" Here's to you both," he said, " in wine, aie, and 
beer, 
Thanking you all for your Country Cheer." 

Quoth Sir 7ohn Cod'le, " I'll pledge )'ou a pottle, 
were it the best aie in Nottingham-shire :" 
But then said the king, " I do thlnk of a thing,m 
some of your Ughtfoot I would we had here." 
" Ho, ho !" quoth Richard, "full well may I say it, 
'Tis knavery to eat it and then to betray it." 

"\Vhy art thou angry ?" quoth our king merrily ; 
" in faith, I take it [as] ver)" unkind ; 
I thought thou wouldst pledge me in ale and 
heartily." 
" You're like to stay," quoth Did', "till I 
din'd ; 
You feed us with twatling dishes so small, 
Zounds  a black Pudding is better than all." 

wine 

]lave 

" Ay, lnarry," quoth our king, " that were a dainty 
thing, 
if a man co61d get one, here for to eat." 
\Vith that/_)hk arose, and pluckt one out of lais hose, 
which, with heat of his breech, began for to sweat. 
The k ng made a proffer to snatch it away,-- 
""ris meat for your Master ! good Sir )"u must stay!" 
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Thus in great merriment was the rime wholly spent, 
and then the Ladies prepard to dance : 
Old Sir ]ohn Cockle and Rickard, incontinent, 
unto this practice, the king did advance. 
Here with the Ladies much sport they did make, 
The Nobles with laughing did make their hearts ake. 

Many thanks for their pains did the king give them, 
asking young Richard if he would [be] wed ; 
"Among these Ladies free, tell me which liketh 
thee ?" 
Quoth he, Wug Grumbol, with the Red Head : 
She's my love ; shes my lire ; she will I wed ; 
She hath sworn I shall have ber maiden-head." 

Then Sir 'ohn Cod'le the king callèd unto him, 
and of merry çkerwood ruade him Over-seer ; 
and gave him out of hand three hundred pound 
yearly. 
"and now, take heed, you steale no more of my 
Deer! 
And once a quarter let's here have your view; 
And thus, Sir .9"ok Cockle, I bid you adieu 

Printed by and for A. Milbourne in Green-_rbour 
Court in the Little Old Bail),. 



A Lanthorne for Landlords. 

To a'nr a'VlE or The Duke of Norfolke. 

With sobbing grief my heart wil break 
Asunder in my brest, 
Before this story of great woe 
I truely bave exprest : 
Therefore let all kind-hearted men, 
and those that tender be, 
Corne beare a part of this my griefe, 
and joyntly say with me, 
Uoc wortk lkc man, &c. 
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Not long agoe in Zincohte dwelt, 
As I did understand, 
A labouring man, from thence set forth 
to serve in Ireland : 
And there in Princes' warres was slaine, 
As doth that Country know, 
But left this widdow great with child 
as ever she could goe. 

I8 3 

This woman having gone her time, 
Her husband being dead, 
Of two fine pretty Boyes at once 
was sweetly brought to bed ; 
Whereat ber wicked Landlord straight 
Did ponder in his minde 
How that their wants hee must relieve, 
and succour for them finde : 

For, being borne upon his ground, 
This was his vile conceit,-- 
That hethe mother should maintaine, 
and give the other meat ; 
Which to prevent, he hyed fast 
unto this widdow poore, 
And, on the day she went to Church, 
he turn'd her out of doore. 
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.4 Lanthorne for Landlords. 

Her household goods he 'straynd upon. 
To satisfie the rent, 
And left her scarce a ragge to weare,-- 
so wilfull was he bent. 
Her pretty Babes, that sweetly slept 
Upon her tender brest, 
Were forcèd, by the Miser's rage, 
by nights in streets to rest. 

Quoth she "My husband, in your cause, 
In warres did lose his lire ; 
And will you use thus cruelly 
his harmlesse wedded wife ? 
O Goal ! revenge a widdowes wrong ! 
That all the world may know 
How you have forst a Souldier's wife 
a begging for to goe." 

From Zincolne thus his widdow went, 
But left her curse behind, 
And beggèd ail the Land about, 
ber maintenance to find. 
At many places where she came, 
She knew the whipping post, 
Constrainèd still, as beggars be, 
to taste on such like rost. 
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And, weary of such punishment, 
Which she had suffered long, 
She daily thought within her heart 
shee had exceeding wrong : 
And, comming neere to Norwich gares, 
I n grief es shee sate her downe, 
Desiring God that never shee 
might corne in that saine Towne ; 

" For I had rather live," quoth shee, 
"Within these pleasant fields, 
And feed my children with such food 
as woods and meddowes yeeld, 
Before I will of rich men beg, 
Or crave it at their doore, 
Whose hearts, I know, are mercilesse 
unto the needy poore." 

I85 

The Second Part, to the Tune. 
Her Boys, now grown to two yeeres old, 
Did from their mother run 
To gather eares of Barly Corne, 
as they before had donc. 
But marke what heavy chance befell 
Unto these pretty Elves :-- 
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./t Lantlwrne for Landlords. 
They hapned into Lands of Wheat, 
wherein they lost themselves. 
IVoe worlA, &c. 

And thinking to returne againe, 
They wandred further still, - 
Farre from their mother's hearing quite, 
full sore against her will, 
Who sought them all the fields about, 
But labouring all in vaine, 
For why, her children both were lost, 
and could not corne againe. 

The two sweet babes, when they perceiv'd 
The cole-blacke night drew on, 
And they not in their mother's sight, 
for her did make great mone ; 
But, wearied with the dayes great heat, 
They sate them downe and cryed, 
Untill such time that, arme in arme, 
these two sweet infants dyed. 

Their mother, after three dayes search, 
Resolvèd had her mind 
That some good honest meaning man 
did both her children find ; 
And therefore -,vent to seeke her selle 
A service out of hand, 
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Who chanc6d with that man to dwell 
which ow[n]ed this greene wheat land. 

It fell out so in harvest time, 
This woefull widdow then 
Was at the reaping of the Wheate, 
v¢ith other labouring men, 
Where, finding of her liveless babes 
Almost consum'd away, 
Shee wrung her hands, and beat her brest, 
but knew not what to sa)'. 

The rumor of which woefull chance, 
Throughout the City told, 
Enforcèd many a weeping eye, 
the saine tor to behold. 
From whence shee was convey'd aga'ne 
To Zincolte backe, with speed, 
To prosecute the Law against 
the causer of this deed. 

But see the judgement of the Lord 
How hee, in fury great, 
Did bring this Miser to distresse, 
though wealthy -,vas his seat  
For when to Lincolne shee v¢as brought, 
The Caitiffe hee -,vas gone ; 
Of all his cursd family 
remaining was but one. 
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For first, the house xvherein shee dxvelt 
Did prove unfortunate, 
Which made the Landlord and his friends 
to marvell much thereat ; 
For tenants foure there dwelt therein 
A twelvemonth and a day, 
Yet none of them could thl'ive at all, 
but beggers went away : 

Whereas this miserable wretch 
Did turne it to a barne, 
And fild it full in harvest time 
with good red wheat and corne, 
To keep it safely from the poore 
Untill there came a yeere 
That famine might oppresse them all, 
and make all victuals deare. 

But God, forgetting not the xvrong 
he did the Widdow poore, 
Sent downe a tire from heaven [that] 
consumd all his store ; 
By which this wicked miser man 
Was brought to beggery ; 
And [God] likewise laid a grievous scourge 
upon his family. 
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H is wife sbe prov'd a cursed witch, 
And burnèd for the same : 
His daughter now a Strumpet is 
at Lomlon, in defame ; 
At Leister, at the 'Sizes last, 
Was hanged his eldest sonne, 
For there consenting wickedly 
unto a murder done. 

H is second sonne was fled away 
Unto the enemy, 
And prov'd disloyall to his Prince, 
and to lais owne Country. 
His youngest sonne had like mishap, 
Or worser in my mind, 
For hee consented to a bitch, 
contrary unto kind. 

For which the LoM, without delay, 
Rain'd vengeance on his heî_d 
Who, like a sinnefull Sodomite, 
defilèd Nature's bed. 
For there were two great mastiffe dogs 
That met him in a wood, 
And tore his limbs in pieces small, 
dcvoul'ing up his blood. 
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A Zanthornefor Landlords. 

Whereof when as his father heard, 
Most like a desperate man, 
Within a Channell drown'd himselfe 
that downe the street it ran, 
Where as water could scarce suffice 
To drown a silly mouse ; 
And thus the ruine you have heard 
of him and all his house. 

The Widdoxv she xvas soone possest 
of all the goods he left, 
In recompence of those sweet babes 
mischance from her bereft. 
Therefore let all hard-hearted men 
By this example take, 
That God is just, and will be true, 
for woefull widdowes sake. 
Ilroe zoortk the man, &c. 

FINIS. 

London Printed for Iohn Wright. 



The Lamentation of Master Pages 
wife of Plimmouth, who being enforced by her 
Parents to wed him against her will, did most 
wickedly consent to his murther, for the love 
of Geore Stratgzvidge; for which fact she 
suffered death at Bar[n]staple in Devonshire. 
Written with her own hand, a little belote her 
death. 
To "nr, Tu,xrz oF ];'ortztlte, n«y l;'oe ! 
Unhappy she whom fortune bath forlorne ! 
Despis'd of grace, that proffered grace did scorne! 
My lawlesse love that lucklesse wrought my woe ; 
My discontent content did overthrow. 
My loathed lire too late I doe lainent ; 
lXIy hatefull deed with heart I doe repent ; 
A wife I was that wilfull went awry, 
And for that fault ara here prepar'd to die. 
In blooming yeares my Father's greedy mind, 
Against my will, a match for me did find ; 
Great wealth there was, yea, gold and mony store, 
But yet my heart had chosen long before. 
lXly eye mislikt my Father's liking quite ; 
iXIy heart did loath my Parents' fond delight ; 
lXly grieved mind and fancie told to me 
That with his age my youth could not agree. 
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On knees I crav'd they would llOt me constraine ; 
With teares I cride, their purpose to refraine ; 
With sighs and sobs I did them often move 
I might not ved, vhereas I could llOt love. 

But all in vaine my speeches still I spent ; 
My Fathers xvill my wishes did prevent : 
"_I'hough xvealthy Page possest my outward part, 
Geore Slran¢widge still was lodgèd in my heart. 

I wedded vas, but wrappèd all in woe ; 
Great discontents within my heart did grow ; 
I loath'd to live, yet liv'd in deadly strife, 
Because perforce I was ruade tag, e's wife. 

lXIy chosen eyes could not his sight abide ; 
IXIy tender youth did scorne his aged side ; 
Scant could I taste the meat whereon he fed ; 
My legs did loath to lodge within his bed. 

Cause knew I none I shou!d despise him so,-- 
That such disdaine within my'mind did grow, 
Save onely this, that fancie did me move, 
And told me still, George çlrangwidge was my love. 
But! here began my downfall and decay : 
In mind I mus'd to make him straight away; 
I, that became his discontented wife. 
Contented was he should be rid of life. 
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Me thinkes that heaven cries vengeance for my fact ; 
Me thinkes the world condemnes my monstrous act; 
Me thinkes, within, my conscience tells me true, 
That for that deed Hell tire is my due. 

My pensive life doth sorrow for my sinne ; 
For this offence my soule doth bleed within ; 
Yet mercy, Lord ! for mercy doe I cry ! 
Save thou my soule, and let my body dye ! 

Well could I wish that Page enjoy'd his life, 
So that he had some other to his xvife ; 
But never would I wish, of low or hie, 
A longer life, and see sweet Strangwide die. 

Ah ! woe is me ! that had no better grace 
To stay till he had run out Nature's race. 
My deed I rue, but more I doe lainent 
That to the same my Strazgwidge gave consent. 

You Parents fond, that greedy-minded be, 
And seeke to graft upon a golden tree, 
Consider well and rightfull Judges be, 
And give your doome twixt Parents' love and me. 

I was their child, and bound for to obey, 
Yet could hot wed where I no love could lay : 
I married was to muck and endless strife, 
But faith before had made me çtrangwidge wife. 
VOL. II. 1 
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Ah, wretched wovld ! which sancred rust doth blinde 
And cursed men, that beare a greedy minde ; 
And haplesse I, whom Parents did force so 
To end my dayes in sorrow, shame, and woe ! 
You Devonshire Dames, and courteous Cornwall 
Knights, 
That here are corne to visit wofull wights, 
Regard my griefe, and marke my wofull end, 
And to your children be a better friend. 
And thou, my deare, which for my fault must dye, 
Be hot afi'aid the sore of death to try ; 
Like as we liv'd and lov'd together truc, 
So both at once let's bid the world adue. 

gJlalia, thy friend, doth take her last farewell, 
Whose soule with thine in heaven shall ever dwell. 
Sweet Saviour Christ  doe thou my soule receive, 
The world I doe with all my heart for forgive. 

And Parents now, whose mournfull minds doe show 
You hearts disease and inward heav¥ woe, 
Mourne you no more ! for hope my heart doth tell, 
Ere day be donc, that I shall be full well. 

And Plimmoutk proud, I bid thee eke farewell. 
Take heed, you wives, let not your hands rebell ; 
And farewell, lire, wherein such sorrow showes, 
And welcome, grave, which must my corps inclose. 



Te Lamenlalwn o/ 'lasle Pages 

And now, sweet Lord ! forgive me my misdeeds ; 
Repentarce cries for soule that inward bleeds ; 
My soule and body I commend to thee, 
That with thy blood from death redeem'd it free. 

Lord, blesse our King with long and happy lire, 
And send true love betwixt each blan and Wife ; 
And give ail Parents wisedome to foresee, 
The match is marr'd where minds doe not agree. 
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The Lamentation of George S/ra;zg- 
widge, who, for consenting to the death of 1V[aster 
Page of Phmmouth, suffered Death at Bar[ni 
stable. 

The man that sighes and sorrowes for his sinne, 
The corps which care and woe hath wrapped in, 
In dolefull sort records his Swan-like Song, 
That waits for Death, and lothes to live so long. 

0 Glandfleld! cause of my committed crime, 
Snarèd in wealth, as Birds in bush of lime, 
What cause hadst thou to beare such wicked spright 
Against my good, and eke my Love's delight. 

I would to God thy wisdome had been more, 
Or that I had not entered in the doore ; 
Or that thou hadst a kinder Father beene 
Unto thy Child, whose yeares are yet but greene : 

The match unmeete which thou for muck didst make. 
When aged Page thy Daughter home did take, 
Well maist thou rue with teares that cannot dry, 
Which was the cause that foure of us must dye. 



Ulalia faire, more bright than Summer's Sunne, 
Whose beauty had my heart for ever von, 
iIy soule more sobs to thinke of thy disgrace, 
Than to behold mine owne untimely race. 

The deed late donc in heart I doe lament ; 
But that I lov'd, I cannot it repent ; 
Thy seemely sight vas ever sweet to me, 
Would God my death would thy excuser be. 

It was for me [alas !] thou didst the same ; 
On me, of right, thoy ought to lay the blame : 
My worthlesse love hath brought my life in scorne ; 
Now, woe is me that ever I was borne ! 

Farewell, my love, whose loyall heart was seene : 
Would God thou hadst not halfe so constant beene! 
Farewell, my Love, the pride of Plim»zoulk Towne ! 
Farewell the Flower, whose beautv is cut downe ! 

For twenty yeares great was the cost, I knov, 
Thy unkind Father did on thee bestow ; 
Yet afterward, so sore did fortune lovre, 
He lost his joy, and Child, within an houre. 
My wrong and woe to God I doe commit : 
His was the fault, by matching them unfit : 
And ),et my guilt I cannot so excuse. 
I gave consent his life for to abuse, 



198 The La»tentatlou o] Gcor£e Straugwt'd£e. 

V'retch that I am, that I consent did give ! 
Had I denied, Ulalia still should lire : 
Blind fancy said, her suite doe hot denie ; 
Lire thou in blisse, or else in sorrow die. 

O Lord ! forgive this cruell deed of mine ; 
Upon my soule let beames of mercy shine : 
In Justice, Lord ! doe thou no vengeance take ; 
Forgive us both for Jesus Christ lais sake. 

FINIS. 
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The Sorrowful Complaint of 3[z'slres 
Page for causing her husband to be murdered, 
for the love of George Strangwidge, who were 
executed together. 

If ever voe did touch a voman's heart, 
Or griefe did gall for sinne the inward part, 
bly conscience then, and heavy heart within, 
Can witnesse well my sorrow for my sinne. 

When yeeres were young my Father forc't me ved 
Against my will, where fancy was not lcd ; 
I .was content his pleasure to obey, 
Although my heart was linkt another way. 

Great were the guifts they proffered to my sight ; 
\Vith wealth they thought to win me to delight ; 
But gold nor guift my heart could not remove, 
For I was linkt whereas I could not love. 

Me thought his sight was loathsome to my eye ; 
My heart did grudge against him inwardly : 
This discontent did cause my deadly strife, 
And with his wealth I liv'd a loathsome life. 



oo 

My constant love was young Slrangwid(e set, 
And xvoe to them that did our welfare let ; 
His love to me so deepe a roote did take, 
I could a gone a begging for his sake. 

Wronged he vas even through my Parents, plaine ; 
Wronged he was through fcnd desire of gaine ; 
If faith and troth a perfcct Judge might be, 
I had beene wife unto no man but he. 

Eternall God ! forgive my faithlesse deed, 
And grant all Maidens to take better heed. 
If I had constant beene unto my friend, 
I had not matcht to make so bad an end. 

But, wanting grace, I sought my owne decay 
And was the cause to cast my friend away : 
And he in whom my earthly joyes did lie, 
Though my amisse, a shamefull death must die. 

Farewell, sweet George, my loving, faithfull friend ! 
Needes must I laud and love thee to the end ; 
And albeit that Page possest thy due, 
In sight of God thou wast my Husband true. 

My watry eyes unto the heavens I bend, 
Ccaving of Christ his mercy to extend. 
lX, Iy bloody deed, O Lord ! doe me forgive, 
And let my soule ,«,ithin thy Kingdome live. 



Co»plaht of Mistris Page. 
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Farewell ! false World, and friends that fickle be ; 
Ail wives, farewell ! example take by me ; 
Let not the Devill to murder you entice ; 
Seeke to escape each foule and filthy vice. 

And now, O Christ ! to thee I yeeld my breath ; 
Strengthen my faith in bitter pangs of death ; 
Forgive my faults and follies, I thee pray, 
And with thy blood wash thou my sinnes away. 

FINIS. 
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A 

lamentable Ditty composed upon 
the Death of J?odert Lord £)evereu.,, late Earle 
of Essea; who was beheaded in the Tower of 
London, on .4shwenesday in the morning, I6oo. 

To -rH. TutqE OF IVellada),. 

Sweet Englaud's pride is gone ! 
welladay[ wdladay ! 
Which makes he.r sigh and grone 
evermore still : 



1)ea]t of Ro3crl Devereux, Earl of Essex. 

He did her fame advance 
in Irda;zd, Sa&e, and France, 
And, now, by dismall chance, 
is from us tane. 
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He was a vertuous Peere, 
welladay ! welladay ! 
And was esteemed deare 
evermore still : 
tte alwayes helpt the pooe, 
,«hich makes them sigh ful sore; 
I Ils death they doe deplore 
in every place. 

Brave hor.our gi-ac'd him sti'l, 
yall.antlj,, tdal[ant]y ; 
He nere did deed of ill: 
well it is knowne ; 
But Envy, that fouie fiend, 
whose malice ere did end. 
Hath brought truc vertue's frietxd 
unto his thrall. 

At Tilt he did surpasse, 
.çallantly, 9allanlly ; 
All men that is and was 
evermore still. 
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Death of Robert Devcreu.v, tarl f Essor. 

One day, as it was seene, 
In honour of our Queene, 
Such deeds hath nere bin seene 
as he did doe. 

Abroad, and eke at home, 
gallantly, gallantly ; 
For valour there was none 
like him before. 
I n Irchnct, trance, and Spabte, 
they fear'd great [ssc.t" naine-- 
And England lov'd the same 
in every place.. 

But all would not prevaile ; 
welladay ! welladaj, ! 
His deeds did hot availe ; 
more was the pitty ! 
He was condem'd to dic 
for trea.qon certainly 
But God, that sits on high, 
knoweth all things. 

That Sunday in the morne, 
wellada), ! wellaclay ! 
That he to the Citie came, 
with all his troupe 



Dealh of Ro&erl De:,ercu.v, Earl of Esswc. 

That first began the strife, 
and caus'd him lose lais life !- 
And others did the like 
as well as he. 

-o5 

Yet her Princely Majesty, 
graciousl, ! gracwusly .t 
Hath pardon given free 
to many of them : 
She hath releas'd them quîte, 
and given them their right ! 
They may pray, day and night, 
God to defend her. 

Shrove Sunday, in the night, 
wclladay ! wdladay ! 
With a heavy-hearted sprite, 
as it is said, 
The Lieutenant of the Tower, 
who kept him in his power, 
At ten a Clocke, that houre, 
to him did corne. 

And said unto him there, 
mournefully ! mournefully .t 
" My Lord, you must prepare 
to dye tomorrow." 
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Dea¢.k of Robert Devereux, Earl of Essex. 

" God's will de done !" quoth he ; 
"yet shall you strangely see 
God strong in me to be, 
though I am weake. 

I pray you, pray for me, 
welladay .t welladay .t 
That God may strengthen me 
against that houre." 
Then straightway he did call 
to the Guard under the wall, 
And did intreat them all 
for him to pray, 

" For tomorrow is the day, 
wdladay ! welladay ! 
That I the debt must pay 
which I doe owe: 
It is my lire I meane, 
which I must pay my Queene, 
Even so hath Justice given 
that I must dye." 

In the morning was he brought, 
wdladay ! wdladay ! 
Where a 8caffold was set up 
within the Tower ; 



Death af Robert Dcvcrcux, Earl of Essea:. 

Many Lords were present then, 
with other Gentlemen, 
Which were appointed then 
to see him die. 
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" You Noble Lords," quoth he, 
welladay ! welladay ! 
" That must the witnesse be 
of this my death 
Know, I never lov'd Papistry, 
but still did it defie ; 
And Essex thus will dye 
here in this place. 

I have a sinner beene, 
wdladay ! welladay ! 
Yet never wrong'd my Queene 
in all my life: 
My God I did offend, 
which grieves me at my end 
May all the rest amend, 
I doe forgive them. 

To the State I nere ment ill, 
welladay !..welladay ! 
Neither wisht the Commons ill 
in all my lire ; 



Death of Robert D,ereux, Earl of Esse:c. 

But lov'd with all my heart, 
and alwayes tooke their part, 
Whereas there was desart 
in any place." 

Then mildly did he crave, 
He might that favour have, 
private to pray; 
he then praid heartily 
and with great fervency, 
To God that sits on hie, 
for to receive him. 

And then he praid againe, 
,,,,,,',,/6' : ,,o,,.,«ly : 
God to preserve his Queene 
from all her foes: 
And send her long to raigne, 
true Justice to maintaine, 
And not to let proud Sp.zbe 
once to offend her. 

H is Gowne he slipt off then, 
welladay ! welladay.t 
And put off his hat and hand, 
and hung them by ; 



Deattt oj Ro3ert Devereux, Earl of Essex. -"09 

Praying still continually 
To God that sits on hie, 
That he might patiently 
there surfer death. 

« My headsma-n that must be," 
tkez said ke ckearefullj,, 
" Let him corne here to me, 
that I may him sec;" 
Who kneeled to him then,-- 
"Art thou," quoth he, " the man 
Which art appointed now 
my life to free ?" 

 ' Yes, my Lord," did he say, 
welladay ! wdladay.t 
" Forgive me, I you pray, 
for this your death." 
" I here doe you forive, 
and may truc Justice live, 
No foule crime to forgive 
within this place." 

V OL. II. 

T.he.n..h.e kneeled down againe, 
A nd was required by some 
there standing by 

N 
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Dcath of Robert Dc:,creux. Earl of Essew. 

To forgive his enemies 
before death closed his eyes, 
Which he did in hearty wise, 
thanking them for it. 

That they xvould remember him, 
wdladay ! welladay ! 
That he might forgive ail them 
that had him wrong'd. 
" Now, my Lords, I take my leave ; 
sweet Christ ! my soule receive ! 
Now, when you will, prepare, 
for I ara ready." 

He laid his head on the bloke, 
welladay ! wdladay! 
But his Doublet let the stroake 
some there did say : 
"What must be done," quoth he, 
"shall be done presefitly." 
Then his doublet off put he, 
and lay downe againe. 

Then his headsman did his part 
cruelly, cruelly ; 
He was never seen to start, 
for ail the blowes. 



Dealh of Roerl Devereux, Earl of Esse:c. 

His soule it is at rest 
in heaven, amongst the blest ; 
Where God send us to rest 
when it shall please him ! 

2II 

FINIS. 

Printed at London, for Cuthhert Vriyht and are to 
be sold at lais shop in little Sahtt 27crtholmes. 
close to the Lame-Hospitall. 



A 

lamentable nexv Ditty, made upon 
the death of a worthy Gentlemen, Goe Stoole, 
dwelling sometime on Gle-side roo-e, and 
sometime at New-Castle, in Northumberland : 
witla his penitent end. 
To , Dv.,ic,a'v. Scoa'IsH 

Corne, you lusty N ortherne Lads, 
that are so blith and bonny, 



./I lamentaNe new Di/O,. 

Prepare your hearts to be full sad, 
to hear the end of Georgey. 
I[eçhho, hcçh-ho, my ouny love, 
heigh-ho, heig-ho, my honny, 
tteigh-ho, hcçh-ho, my owne dcare love, 
aud God fie with my Gcorie ! 

When Gcoie to his triall came, 
a thousand hearts were sorry ; 
A thousand Lasses wept full sore, 
and all for love of Georgy. 
]-Zcth-ho, heth-ho, my fonuy love, 
heçh-lto, &c. 

Some did say he would escape, 
some at his fall did glory ; 
But these were Clownes and fickle Friends: 
and none that lovèd Georgy. 
Hçl-ho, &c. 

Might Friends bave satisfide the law, 
then GeoTie would find many; 
Yet bravely did he plead for life, 
if mercy might be any. 
tteig-/o, &c. 

But when this doughty Carie was cast, 
he was full sad and sorry ; 

2 3 



Yet boldly did he take his death, 
so patienfly dyde G¢orgie. 
ttcigh-ho, &c. 

As Georgie ",vent up to the Gate, 
he tooke his leave of many ; 
He tooke his leave of his Lards wife, 
whom he lov'd best of any. 
ttcçl,-ho, &c. 

With thousand sighs, and heavy lookes, 
away from thence he parted, 
Where he so often blith had beene, 
though now so heavy hearted. 
tteçh-ho, &c. 

He writ a Letter with his ovne hand,-- 
he thought he writ it bravely ; 
He sent it Noew-caslle Towne, 
to his beloved Lady. 
HeiTh-ho, &c. 

Wherein he did at large bewaile 
the occasion of his folly ; 
I3equeathing life unto the Law, 
his soule to heaven holy. 
ltciçh-ho, &c. 



on the death o)  Geov£« Stoole. 

Why, Lady, leave to weepe for me 
let not my ending grieve ye ! 
Prove constant to the ney you love, 
for I cannot releeve ye. 
Hcçk-ko, &c. 

Out upon the [e], ll'ithrington .t 
and fie upon the[e], lPhoenix .t 
Thou hast put downe the doughty one, 
that stole the sheepe from Anix. 

The Second Part to the same Tune. 



,,t lam«ntaNe new Dit 0 , 

And fie on all such cruell Carles, 
whose crueltie's so fickle, 
To cast away a Gentleman 
in hatred for so little. 
Itei, ffh-ho, hcigh-ko, my onny love, 
heich-ho, &c. 

bly sword 
to fight 
II«igh-ho, 

I would I were on vonder Hill, 
where I have beene full merry; 
and buckeler by my side, 
till I be weary. 
&c. 

They well should know that tooke me f, rst, 
though whoops be now forsaken : 
Had I but freedome, armes, and health, 
l'de dye are l'de be taken. 
Hcigh-ho, &c. 
But Law condemns me to my grave ; 
they have me in their power ; 
Ther's none but Christ that can mee save 
at this my dying houre. 
Heçh-ho, &c. 
He call'd his dearest love to him, 
when as his heart was sorry, 
And speaking thus with manly heart, 
" Deare swceting, pray for Georgie." 
IIcigk-ho, &c. 



tpon [he arca[h of Gcorffe Stoolc. 

He gave to her a piece of gold, 
And bade her give 't her Barnes ; 
And oft he kist ber rosie lips, 
and laid him into her armes. 
11reih-ho, &c. 

And comming to the place of death, 
he never changèd colour ; 
The more they thought he would looke pale, 
the more his veines were fuller. 
Heiglz-ho, &c. 

And with a cheerefull countenance, 
(being at that rime entreated 
For to confesse his former life) 
these words he straight repeated. 
tteih-ho, &c. 

" I never stole no Oxe nor Cow, 
nor never murdered any ; 
But fitty Horse I did receive 
of a Merchants man of Gory. 
Heçh-ho, &c. 

For vhich I am condemn'd to dye, 
though guiltlesse I stand dying : 
Deare gracious God, my soule receive, 
for now my life is flying." 
Hcz'gh-ho, &c. 



A lamo«table new Ditly. 

The man of death a part did act, 
which grieves mee tell the story : 
God ! comfort all are comfortlesse, 
and die-d so well as Gcorgie ! 
IdgI-Ito, IteigI-Io, my bonny Love. 
]teig]t-]zo, ]tei]t-]to ray bonny, 
Ieig]t-]w, ]tei]-]to, mine own truc 
weet CItrit, recdve my Georgie 

FINIS. 

At I.ondon printed for H. Gosson. 
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A Lover's teares : 
OR, 
The constancy of a yong mans mind, 
Although his choyce be too unkind. 
All 3"ou yong men who heare this Ditty. 
A Lover's teares bemoane with pitty. 
o tke tne of çk, so, and wee. 

You who have run in C,id's maze, 
and on fond beauties vainly gaze, 
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Attend. while I explaine my moane, 
and thinke my case may be your owne. 
2Tien learne lo i[lty Zover's tcams, 
for love zs full of cares aud feares. 

The bitter sweets that I did taste, 
and borroxved hours consum'd ira wast[e_], 
Makes me my friends vith counsell arme, 
that they in time may shun like harm. 
And learne, &c. 

A curious beauty I adore, 
and must, though she hate me therefore, 
For now I am within the net, 
at liberty I cannot get. 
Thcn lcarne, &c. 

Ill hap had I to see her face, 
unlesse her heart would yeeld me grace ; 
Her eyes had such attractive force, 
I needs must love, without remorse. 
Then lcarne, &c. 

Her haires vere Czid's chains, to tie 
me unto her perpetually ; 
For I must love her,--'tis my fate,-- 
and be repaid with mortall hate. 
Thcn learne lo i#itty Lovcr's leares, 
for lovc is ftll of tares and ares. 



1 Lover's teare. 

I thinke on her both night and morne, 
which when she hears, she saies in scorne, 
" Ifyou be foolish, sir, must I 
be bound your mind to satisfie ?" 
And thus my sad complaints shejeeres, 
for love is full of tares and fcar. 

She thinl.:es herselfe too high in bloud, 
and for to match xvith me too good. 
Fond foole !" says she, " art so unwise 
to thinke that Eagles strike at flyes ?" 
0 yon men, lkitty Loyers' te.arcs, 
for love i« fitll of tares and fcar««. 

Such unequality she makes, 
no pitty on my moane she takes ; 
The more I veepe, the more doth she 
insult over my misery. 
0 yo»g men, &c. 

If I to her a letter frame, 
she saith she hates to reade my naine, 
And therefore, to prevent that paine, 
in scorne she sends it back againe. 
Then Iearne, &c. 

If I doe meet with her by chance, 
my captiv'd heart (for joy) doth dance ; 
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But, to suppresse that joy again, 
she turnes her face with coy disdaine. 
Then yonff mot, &c. 

The Second Part to the Saine Tune. 

She shuns my presence with haat, 
then, ere one vord from me is past, 
Shee's out of sight, or out of call, 
and will not heare me speake at ail. 
O.)'onff men, ibillj Loyers' leares, 
fo,- love i« full of ocres an« fear«s. 



Sometimes unto her maid I speake, 
and she my minde to her doth breake. 
"Away ! thou silly foole !" quoth she, 
"hee's hardly good enough for thee." 
O yong men, &c. 
Thus she doth strive to vilifie 
my naine with hatefull infamy. 
O, note the haughty insolence 
o[ maids in fortune's eminence ! 
And learne, &c. 
Wer't hot a shame it would be said 
I voo'd the Mistresse, yet the maid 
I am estcem'd scarce worthy of ? 
what man could beare so foule a scoffe 
Yet [ with ikatience take these jeeres, 
for loz,e is ftll of cares and ares. 
I would my fancy could disswade 
me from the Mistresse to the maid 
But o, alasse [ that may not be, 
if ere I marry, 't must be she. 
O yong men, O'c. 
I wish I could my heart reclaime 
from doting on this scornfull dame, 
For all my sighs, and all my tare, 
are like to arrows shot i'th' aire. 
O yon, men, c. 
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A Lovtr'$ teares. 

Suppose she be, in her degree, 
(as she pretends) too good for 
In love, the begger and the King 
coequally doe feele the sting, 
0 yong men, &c. 
It is ber proud fastidious thought 
that onl¥ bath this difference wrought ; 
For, in a true impartiall eye, 
there's no great odds twixt ber and I. 
0 yong en, 
Well, if I die, as needs I must, 
CuM  grant me one boone that's just, 
That, ere she wed, she may be faine 
a worse then I to entertaine  
O yong men, 
And so, farewell  thou cruell faire 
corne, genfle death  and end my care. 
Kind yongmen  learne, by my behest, 
to love your enemiesthat's the best. 
And learne to it Lowr,' tcares, 

FIlaIS. 

Printed at London for Thomas Lam&ert, at the sign 
of the Hors-shoo in Smithfield. 



The love]y Northerne Lasse. 
Who in this ditty, here cornplaining shewes 
What harme she got milking ber dadyes Ewes. 
To . PLEASANT SCOTCII TUNE, CALLED T,e 3room 
of Cowden nowcs. 

I 

Through Liddersdale as lately I went, 
I musing on did passe, 
I heard a Maid was discontent-- 
she slbhd and said, Alas r 
Vol,. 1. 

0 



The Love/y 2Vortkern Lasse. 

A ll maids t/ml ever decdved was, 
teare a îart of t]cse my woes, 
For once I was a 3on Lasse, 
Wen I mill my dadyes Ewes." 
Wit O, Me 3roome, te 3onny 3roome, 
te 3roome of Cowden îwwes, 
FaDte wouMI $e in Me ort CountroE, 
o milke my dadyes Ewes. 

My love into the fields did corne 
when my dady was at home, 
Sugred words he gave me there, 
prais'd me for such aone; 
His honey breath, and lips so soif, 
and his alluring eye, 
And tempting tong, hath woo'd me oft, 
now forces me to cry, 
Al/3Iaids, &c. 

He joyed me with his pretty chat, 
so well discourse could he, 
Talking of this thing and of that, 
which greatly likèd me. 
I was so greatly taken with his speech, 
and with his comely making, 
He used all the meanes could be 
to inchant me with his speaking. 
All 3Iaids, &c. 



TAe Lovely NortAern Lasse. 

In Danby Forest I was borne; 
my beauty did excell ; 
My parents dearely lovèd me, 
till my belly began to swell. 
I might have beene a prince's peere 
when I came over the knoes, 
Till the shepherd's boy beguilèd me, 
milking my dadyes Ewes. 
tll 3[aides, &c. 

When once I felt my belly swell, 
no longer might I abide ; 
My mother put me out of doores, 
and bang'd me backe and side. 
Then did I range the world so wide, 
vandering about the knoes, 
Cursing the Boy that helpèd me 
to fold my dadyes Ewes. 
./tll )[aides, &c. 
Who would have thought a boy so yong 
would have us'd a Maiden so, 
As to allure her with his tongue, 
and then from her to goe ? 
Which hath also procured my xvoe, 
to credit his faire shewes, 
Which now, too late, repent I doe 
the milking of the Ewes. 
All Iaids, 8:c. 
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T/te Lovely iVortAern Lasse. 

I often since have wisht that I 
had never seen his face, 
I needed not thus mournefully 
have sighed, and said " Mas !" 
I might have matched with the best, 
as all the Country knowes, 
Had I escaped the Shepherd's boy 
helpt me to fold my Ewes. 
All 3Iaids, &c. 

The Second Part to the saine Tune. 



T/te Lovdy Norl/tern Lasse. 

All Maidens faire, then have a care, 
when you a milking goe,-- 
Trust hOt to young men's tempting tongues, 
that will deceive you so ; 
Them you shall finde tobe unkinde, 
and glory in your woes ; 
For the Shepheard's boy beguiléd mee, 
folding my dadyes Ewes. 
All maids, &c. 

If you your virgin honours keepe, 
esteeming of them deare, 
¥ou need hOt then to waile and weepe, 
or your parents' anger feare ; 
As I have said, of them beware 
would glory in your woes ; 
You'then may sing with merry cheere, 
milking your Dadyes Ewes. 
41l maids, &c. 

A young man, hearing her complaint, 
did pity this her case, 
Saying to her, "sweet beautious saint, 
I grieve so faire a face 
Should sorrow so ; then, sweeting, know, 
to case thee of thy woes, 



-3o 

The Lovel, Northcrn Lasse. 

l'le go xvith thee to the North Country, 
to milke thy dadyes Exves. 
Mll maid«, &c. 

Zeander like, I xv,ll remaine 
still constant to thee ever, 
As Ph'amus, or Troyalus, 
till death our lives shall sever. 
Let me be hated evermore 
of ail men that me knowes, 
If false to thee, sweet heart, I bec, 
milkng thy dadyes Zwes." 
Mll maMs, 'c. 

Then modestly she did reply, 
" Might I so happy bee, 
Of )'ou to finde a husband kinde, 
and for to marrie me, 
Then to you I would, during life, 
continue constant still, 
And be a truc, obedient wife, 
observing of your will. 
IVith O, t/te froome, lhe fomty froome, 
lhe froome of Cowden knoes, 
'aDte would I fie in the Noria Counlry, 
milkin my dadycs Ewes. 



The £ovelj Northern £assc. 

Thus, ,ith a gentle, soft imbrace, 
he tooke her in his armes, 
And with a kisse he, smiling, said, 
" Ile shield thee from all harmes, 
And instantly will marry thee, 
to ease thee of thy woes, 
And goe with thee to the North Country, 
to milke thy dadyes Ewes." 
IVilh O, lhe brooîne, lhe onny roome, 
lhe broome of Cowdcn knoes, 
Faine would I fie in lhe Norlh Counlr.),, 
fo milke O' dadyes Ewes. 

Prhtted at London for F. Coules. 

FINIS. 



Labour in vaine, 
Or, 
An ilnperfect description of Love, 
Imperfect I well call it may, 
For who can all Loves parts display ? 
To A DAINT¥ I'EW TUNE, CALLED Ienl«inson. 

Fie upon love! fond love! 
false love ! 
Great are the torments 
that Lovers endure : 



Zabour in vaine. 

It is a snare--brings care-- 
bones bare-- 
N one cana remedy 
for it procure. 

Of all the afflictions 
that are incidènt 
To us while we march 
under Time's regiment, 
There's nothing to man 
brings so much discontent 
as love unbelovèd againe. 
It breaketh our sleep ; 
it distracteth the wit ; 
It makes us doe things 
that for men are unfit : 
If I may but give 
a true censure on it, 
I t shall be call'd Labour lu vaine. 

-'33 

Love is a tire--hot tire-- 
tierce tire-- 
Who can abide 
the extremity on't it ? 
It burnes the reines; Great paines, 
small gaines 
Shall a man get 
after beauty to hunt. 
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La3our in vaine. 

'Tis that which the learned 
by right doe naine 
(as I doe conjecture) 
the Idalean flame,-- 
'ove grant that I never 
doe feele the same ! 
so neer as I can, Ile refraine. 
Yet, if the blind rascall 
at me shall shoot, 
I know to withstand him 
it were no boot; 
oth young men and maidens, 
[I wish] you look' to't 
For this is right Labour in vain. 

Love is a well--deepe well-- 
steep well ; 
No man can sound 
its profundity right : 
The water in't mt.]ts flint-- 
sets stint 
Both to the Pesant, 
the Lord, and the Knight, 
It is lganippe, 
or [Mount] ttelicon; 
It gives him invention 
that erst had none : 



I.a3eur in aine. 

I t yeelds enough matter 
to worke upon 
For every illiterate svaine. 
'Tis like to that water 
where Tantalus stood ; 
A man may be starv'd 
among plenty of food. 
I had rather taste of 
the coole running flood, 
Then drink at this La3our in vait. 

The Second Part to the Saine Tune. 
i "',- I i 
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Za$our n va&e. 

Love is a hill--high hill-- 
great hill; 
No man ere climb'd 
to the top of the saine : 
He that aspires, it tyres ; 
With bryers 
I t is invironed, 
wilde men to rame. 
'Tis that against which 
poore Sisiihus strives 
To roule up a stone, 
which downward drives. 
This restlesse toyle 
costs many men's lires, 
and few by the journey do gain. 
The paths are so difficult 
To find out, 
The best Cosmographer 
his skill may doubt ; 
'rwill daunt hhn if he 
thinks himself most stout ; 
And this is right Lakour in vaine. 

Love is a chaine--strong chaine-- 
long chaine ; 
He who is bound in it, 
seldome gets free. 



Labour in vaine. 

'Twill hold him fast, till th' last 
houre's past, 
Though strong as Ifector, 
or Ajaw, he be. 
'Tis that wherewith lusty 
A lcides bound 
The three-headed Cerberusm 
that hell-hound-- 
When he did Don Plutoes 
power confound, 
and got Proserpina againe. 
'Tis that wherewith 5amson 
by th' Philistines was 
Bound to the mill, 
where h.e ground, like an asse ; 
'Tis stronger then iron, 
steele, or brasse ; 
and this is call'd Labour in vazn. 
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Love is a wheelemround wheele-- 
swift wheele, 
Which, when 'tis turning, 
none's able to stop : 
In circle wise it flyes, 
and hyes 
Swiftly to bring 
what was lowest to th' top. 



3 8 

Labour in vaine. 

'Tis that which unfortunate 
[.tion turnes, 
While at his nere ending 
labour he mournes ; 
The axletree of it 
perpetually burnes, 
because it no liquor can gaine : 
In briefe, love is anything 
that's xvithout rest ; 
A passion that boileth 
and scaldeth the breast ; 
Yet he who loves, lov'd againe, 
(for all this jest) 
Dwels not at the Labour in vain. 

Finis. M.P. 

Printed at London for 'hos. ZambcrL 
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The 

To THE TUNE OF 

Iover's J oy and Griefe, 
OR, 
A Young man's relation, 
In a pitifull fashion, 
Being from his Love hindred 
By Locks, Bolts, and Kindred. 
Youngmo and 3[aids, 

Among flae nine, all Nymphes divine, 
that haunt the forkd mountaine, 
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The Lover's yoy and Griefe. 

If any will bring me a Qùill 
dipt in Castalia's fountain, 
Ile shew (in briefe) my joy and griefe, 
and Her due praises tender, 
To whom I would corne if I could, 
ut locks and olts doe htnder. 

My joy, in that I had the rate 
to chuse so rare a jewell ; 
My griefe in this, that she (my blisse) 
is kept, b¥ kindred cruell, 
Out of my sight ; which, day and night, 
doth pierce my heart so tender : 
'Tis she to whom I faine would come, 
tut locks and fiolts doc hindc: 

She is a Lasse that doth surpasse 
ber neighbours round about her; 
Her worth is such, it grieves me much 
to lire so long without her- 
With strong desire, in Cupid's tire 
my heart burnes to a cinder ; 
I would possesse my happinesse, 
ut lod's and olts doe hindo: 

As Thishe faire, by Parents' care, 
From Pyramus was hidden, 
So she to corne abroad from home 
is earnestly forbidden : 



The Lover's yoy and Gricfc. 

She dares not stir,--nor I to her, 
so closely they bave penn'd her; 
She would corne out, I make no doubt, 
ut locks and olts do hindo: 

.As Danae vas i' th' Tmver cf brasse 
inclosed by her Father, 
So she (my sweet), lest we should meet, 
is kept more closely, rather : 
Yet as great .ïeove got to his Love, 
though walls did comprehend ber, 
So I do hope to bave free scope, 
tkou9lt locks and 3olts doe htndo: 

l'th interim, I must patiently 
expect that happy season ; 
dare not thinke that she will shrinke 
(for, in truth, I bave no reason) ; 
find that she is true to me, -- 
in that I must commend her; 
She would not be so long from me, 
but locks and bolts doe Mnde: 

It grieves my heart to thinke what smart 
(poore creature) she endureth ; 
What meanes her kindred use to winne 
ber heart ; which, she assureth 
VOL. Il. 

P 
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The Lover's oy and Grief. 

Is fixèd fast, while life doth last ; 
no policie can bend her 
To any course--love hath such force-- 
hut locks and bolts doe hinder. 

The Second 

Part to the saine 

Tune. 

Shee hath, tis true (to speake what's due) 
too great a marriage portion; 
This may I vow, for Cupid now 
is bent unto extortion : 



7"he Lover's ïeoy and Grie. 

I would therefore her friends were poore, 
or else in heart more tender; 
For, poore or rich, wee'd go through stitch, 
but locks and bolts doe hinder. 

-43 

Although my selle vant worldly pelfe 
unto their expectation, 
Yet if I may the truth display 
without any ostentation, 
My birth and parts and due desserts 
are not so weake and slender, 
But that I might earne my delight, 
lhoulz locks and olls doe hindet. 

Were I a Prince of eminence, 
and shee a peasant's daughter,-- 
Had she no more of learning's store 
then what wise nature taught her, 
Her peerelesse face, and inward grace, 
shewes in my heart such splendor, 
Shee mine should be; the like sayes she, 
but locks and 3olts doe /zinder. 

Tis not her pelfe, put her sxveet selle 
that I (in heart) doe covit ; 
Necessity let wealth supply-- 
for nothing else I love it. 



44 

The Love/s ro r and Griefe. 

Her onely love is that doth move 
my heart, and makes it tender; 
I mourne in griefe, without reliefe, 
for locks and bolls doe Ainder. 

No ease of mind at all I find, 
but onely this assurance, 
That my deare wench will never flinch, 
though she be kept in durance. 
Shee bath her share of woe and care, 
for which I must commend ber ; 
On me she bath bestow'd her faith, 
lIzouIz locks and bolls doe tdnder. 

Continue still in thy good will, 
thou Paragon of beauty ! 
And I to thee as true will bee 
(so am I bound in duty). 
Though fortune frowne, yet the renowne 
of our affections tender 
Abroad is flowne--we two are one, 
ttwu?lz locoes and olts doe ltinder. 

With patience wee'll expect to feele 
the fruit of all this sorrow ; 
Though sorrow may indure this day, 
I shall have joy to morrow. 



The Lovcr's aWo.)' ad Gricfc. 

In the mean while, I, in exile, 
will be thy true defender, 
And spread thy name, which is my clalme, 
thoug/t locks and 6olts doe hinde-. 
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Oh, cruell fate! expire the date 
of two deare Loyers' trouble ! 
If once our griefe doe finde reliefe, 
out joyes will then be double : 
And ail our teares, our cares and feares, 
vill to out names add splender ; 
Thy heart is mine, and mine is thine, 
Though locks and 6olts doe hinder. 

FINIS. M.P. 

Printed ai London for Tho: La»che»t, and are to be 
sold at the signe of the Hors shoo in Smithfield. 
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The Lover's Dreame. 

Who, sleeping, thought he did imbrace his Love, 
Which, when he vak'd, did no such matter prove ; 
Yet afterwards her Love he did enjoy, 
By sending a Letter by a trusty young Boy. 

To TIIETUNE OF I lht ne dowuc to slcc¢. 

| i n 

! ! 

As I was walking ail alone, 
and musing in my minde, 
With many a sigh and grone, 
I studied how to find 



Tire Lover's iOreame. 
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Some dainty pleasant Theame 
to write unto my Love; 
And I fell in a dreame, 
and marke how it did prove 

I laid me downe to sleepe, 
thinking my Love lay by ; 
But when I did awake, 
my dreame it prov'd a lye. 
I sweat, and I ara cold ; 
I freeze, and ara a tire; 
I see, and cannot behold 
the thing that I most desire. 

Thus dreaming, as I lay, 
me thought she sm;l'd on me, 
Which did increase my joy, 
such happinesse to see. 
I spake unto my Love, 
and she did answer make ; 
But so it did hot prove true, 
when as I did awake. 

Methought I saw my Love, 
and with her I did stray 
Hard by a pleasant Grove, 
v¢her« w« a while did t. 
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T/te Lavcr's Drcame. 

But time, that swift doth goe, 
did run too suddenly : 
0 time! why didst thou so ? 
thou mad'st my Love to cry ! 

But when I saw her eyes 
bedew'd with brinish teares, 
Then I did soon surmise 
her heart was struck with feares ; 
And I did soone require 
some reason for to know ;-- 
Her answer did admire 
my heart vith joy and voe. 

Quoth she, " I love thee deare, 
yet so I dare not say, 
Because I live in feare 
of my truc Love's decay : 
lIy Father he is rich, 
and I his onely Heire, 
And he at me will grutch 
to wed one's poore and bare." 

Methought I answer made, 
that I was young and faire ; 
And, having Art and Trade, 
I bad her n gt take tare. 



7"]c [.oz'cr's ] rt«lJtC. 

-49 

With that methought she smil'd, 
and to me she did say, 
My Love, be reconcil'd, 
and Ile be thine for aye." 

My mind was thus imploy'd, 
and yet I nothing do; 
I thought I'd got a Bride, 
but yet it was not so : 
Me thought I had my will, 
according to my mind, 
But I do -vant it still, 
my Love proves not so kind. 



-5o 

The Second Part, to the saine Tune. 

Thus, sleeping still, I lay 
betwixt hope and despaire : 
But, at the breake of day, 
O, then began my care : 
When as I did awake, 
and round it nothing so, 
Then, for my true Love's sake, 
I did lainent with voe. 

I cannot corne, my Love, 
to the place where thou art; 
But I will write to thee, 
(if thou wilt take my part) 



The Lover's Drcame. 

The complaint of my poore heart 
receive it as you xvill 
My Love may ease my smart, 
or she my heart may kill. 

My heart is not mine owne, 
nor I at liberty : 
Alljoyes are from me gone ; 
alacke! what remedy ? 
I would I were in place 
where my true Love doth test, 
And then I would imbrace 
the joyes that I like best. 

\Vould .ïeove would pleaséd be 
for to transforme my shape, 
That I unknowne may see 
my Love, and so escape  
And 3et I would be seene 
of her, and none but she ; 
And thus I would begin-- 
" Faire Lady, pitie me." 

But some perchance may say 
that I my Love would fright ; 
To those I answer, " Nay, 
she is mï heart's delight !" 



"I'hc [oz,cr's ])rcatue. 

Although I wish to change 
my selfe in some man's hue, 
Yet I would not seeme strange 
unto my Loyer true. 

And, if I find her coy, 
and grieved with vexation, 
Yet I with her will play, 
to gain my expectation. 
Then happily she will 
consider of my voe : 
Thus I will use my skill, 
and glad to please her so. 

I would I had some Page 
that would to me be true, 
In haste to run a voyage, 
that my true Love may view 
This Letter of my griefe, 
and send me some reply : 
If she yeeld no reliefe, 
alacke ! then must I die ! 

Then straight a Page he sent 
unto her hastily ; 
At whose returne, content 
was brought him speedily. 



Te Loer's lreame. 
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When his true Love did view 
his writing in such kind, 
Quoth she, " I will be true, 
and so my Love shall find." 

" O haste ! thou little Page ; 
make haste unto my Love! 
That death may cease his rage, 
and joyes may sorrowes move; 
And I myselfe will corne 
before the breake of day-- 
When darknesse is begun, 
then Ile steale hence away. 

My Father must hOt know 
what you about do come ; 
For, if [-it] should be so, 
my Love were quite undone : 
Therefore make haste againe, 
and save my true Love's lire; 
I will release his paine, 
and prove his loving wife." 

Printed at London for I. W., dwelling in Gilt-spur 
street. 

FINIS. 



-54 

The Lover's Delight : 
OR, 
A pleasant Pastorall Sonnet, 
To A NF.W Covlrr Type., 

Corne, Love, let's valke into the Springe, 
vhere ve vill heare the Blackbird singe ; 
The Robin Redbrest and the Thrush, 
the Nightingale, on thornie bush, 
Their musick sweetely Carrovling, m 
that to my Love Content may bring. 



T/te Lover's Delight. 

In yonder vale there are sxveete flowers, 
 vith many pleasant shadie bowers ; 
A pearling brooke with silver streames, 
all beautified with Phebus' beames : 
I stood behind a tree, for feare 
to see 19yana bathe her there. 
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See where the nimph, with ail her traine, 
comes tripping ore the Parke amaine ; 
In yonder grove there will they stay, 
af Barlie-breake to sport and playe ; 
Where we will sitt us downe, and see 
faire I3eautie mixt with Chastitie. 

The youthfull shephard, with delight, 
xvill tune a pleasant oaten pipe ; 
Each neatresse fine, with heavenly note 
wi!l stretch and straine her varie[d-] throate : 
So loud and clear their Nimphs will sing, 
that hills and vallies all will ringe. 

The shepheard Strhan, with his friend, 
the faithtull Cl, o'es, will attend, 
By playe before the Queene, to prove 
who" best deserves Urania's love. 
A most strange sight there shall you see 
rivalls of love and amitie. 
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The Lover's Dclhl. 

]V[enalcas and 2¢mintas young. 
brave Coridon, and Tkersis strong, 
Your minds would unto pleasure more 
to have them plead for Pkillis" love 
Judge of these tryumphs who shall be 
but the faire Queen of chastity ? 

Under the shade of yonder pine 
you see a royall throne divine 
Prepared, for the Judge to sit-- 
the Queene of beauty and of wit-- 
Wise Pallas, in ber Majesty, 
the pavid judge is chose to be. 

The Queene of love is banisht there, 
for feare that PhoEbe take offence :-- 
Her wanton sonne must not corne here, 
nor Cytharea once appeare :-- 
It grieves my heart to thinke that shee 
from this aspect exempt must be, 

For if the Queene of love should spie 
the splendour of thy heavenly eye, 
shee would perswade ber winged sonne 
to wound thy heart, as hee bath done 
My silly breast, with dreade and feare-- 
but, 0 the chaince ! shee is hOt here. 



The Lover's DehzhL 

See where the wood-Nmphs, rankt, do stand, 
with each a garland in her hand, 
Compact of mir and sweete bayes ;- 
for who deserved the chiefest prayse 
In pleading of their passions here, 
the Lawrell Crowne away must beare. 

Upon this bed of vyolets blew-- 
a seate most fit for loyers true-- 
Here may wee sit us downe and ste 
love tryumph in his Majesty : 
By the sweete eclogs that are sung, 
wee shall perceive who suffred wrong. 

But stay ! the Judge is corne to sit,-- 
the Queene of chastity and wit :-- 
The Shepheards ail are ready here, 
in comly habits to appeare : 
Ail wrongs here righted we shall see 
by the faire Queene of chastity. 

VOL. II. Q 
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The Second Part to the same 
., 

Sweet heart, come, tel me whose soft layes, 
in your conceit, deserves most prayse ; 
Or who did set forth passions best ; 
how Cupid wounded his I-sad-I brest ; 
I know you bave noted ail that's past, 
from the first man unto the last. 

Me thought it great content did bring, 
to heare the Shepheards carrowling ; 
To crowne, Cflrana made ber choise 
dtlenalcas, for his heavenly voyce ; 
Which glory did small pleasure move, 
8ince Coridon had Paillis' love. 

Tune. 



The Lover's Delizht. 

To wrastle, and throw barres of length, 
ail men gave place to Thersis' strength ; 
His steadfast footing none could move,-- 
yet for all this he lost his love. 
No strength, or ha,'mony of voyce, 
could Phillis move to make ber choyce. 
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If it had rested in my power 
there to have chose a paramour, 
Hee whom I thought deserv'd most grace, 
was young Mmintas, whose sxveet face 
And nimble feete could not be matcht,-- 
the Deities, I feare, were catcht. 

Did you hot note hoxv Pallas swore 
the like shee never saxv betore ? 
(Had [cli«gcr ruade such hast, 
.4lhlanta had the wager lost :) 
In t,»ken of deserved praise, 
she crowned him with lasting bayes. 

Then Pha'be unto Phillis said, 
". to make thy choise be not afraide ; 
For if I vere the Nimph to choose, 
.4miutas I would net reftme : 
But ail in vaine they did exhort, 
for Corridon had Phillis' heart. 



6o 

TAc l_wver's DeligAL 

Both Pallas and Diana chast 
did almost straine, with breathles hast, 
Who could their prayses farther heape 
on young ,xlmin[as and his sheepe ; 
His person, gesture, and his grace, 
they did applaud, and his sweete face. 

But tell me, Love, the reason why 
faire Phillis with the Christall eye 
Did all the youthfull Swaines refuse, 
and Corridon a love did chuse ? 
8ince they in beauty did excell, 
and for each prayse did beare the bell. 

It seemes the beauty of the mind 
did, in this case, strike Pkillis blind ; 
His eloquence of tongue and wit, 
in place whereas the Judge did sit, 
Was his chiefe gaine and their foule losse-- 
Ulisses so had ,xljax crosse. 

But one thing much doth make mee muse,-- 
why sweete Urania did refuse 
Her two beloved Ryvalls there ? 
in whom such friendship did appeare, 
That still they wil'd her, with one voyce, 
in friendly wise to make her choyce. 



The LoveFs lOeh'gkL 

How prettily they laiA the gr,»und !-- 
how shee at first their hearts] did xvound 
When shee by them ber Neate did keepe, 
and, leaving the men halfe aslecpe, 
Her bird out of her pocket ranne, 
and unto Strephau's hand did corne. 
The pretty neatresse did awake, 
heareing her fluttering bird escape, 
And unto Strchau's hand did hye  
he did restore imediatly 
Her bird,--and eke lais heart she got, 
and in her snow-white bosome put. 
The si]ly bird, but fi_w his love, 
his passions could in no wayes more, 
Neither for himself nor his trew friend, 
as it appeared in the end ;-- 
That neither party should grow wroth, 
shee, most unkinde, refused them both. 
And now mec thinkes the sun growes low, 
if you be mist, your triends will know 
That you and I have beene alone ; 
which to prevent, Ile bring you home. 
To part it is a second hell, 
loth to depart bids oft farewell. 

Printed at London for Franc# Coules 

FINIS. 



A 

Louers dcsire for his best beloued  
OR, 
Come away, come away, and doe net stay. 

To AN EXCELLENT NEW COURT TUNE. 

Now the spring is come. turne to thy Love, 
to thy Love, to thy Love, to thy Love,-- 
make no delay  



M Loz,e/s desire. 
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While the flowers spring, & the birds do sing 
their sweet tunes, their sweet tunes, their sweet 
tunes ;- 
and doe not stay ! 
Where I will fill thy lap full of flowres, 
/nd cover thee with shadie bowres. 
Come away !come away !come away, 
and doe not stay! 

Shall I languish still for my Love, for my love, 
for my Love, for my Love, &c.," 
without relief ? 
Shall my faith, so well approved, 
now dispaire ? now dispaire, &c., 
unto my griefe ? 
Where shall beautie then be found, 
But where vcrtue doth abound ? 
Corne away !come away! 
and doe, &c. 

Flora here hath made a bed 
for my Love, for my Love, &c. 
with Roses red : 
Phebus' beames to stay are bent 
for to yeeld, for to yeeld, &e., 
my Love content 



264 .4 Lover's dciJ'c. 
And the pleasant Eglantine, 
Made xvith a thousand floxvers fine. 
Corne away ! corne away! &c., 
and doe, &c. 

l-tarke hoxv the Nightingale sweetly doth sing ! 
for my Love, for my Love, &c., 
the Lambes do play ; 
l"an, to please my Love, the Rocks makes to ring, 
And doth pipe, and doth pipe, &c., 
a roundelay. 
[See] the pleasant rushy Brookes 
And every Flower for my Love Iookes : 
Corne away ', corne axvay ! &c., 
and doe hOt stay. 

Beauties Queenc:, with all her traine, 
doth attend, doth attend, &c., 
upon my Deare : 
Tripping" Satyrs they do dance amaine, 
to delight, to delight, &c., 
ber [-thatJ bath no phere, 
EThe] Muses nine, with Musicke sweet, 
Do ail attend, my Love to meet. 
corne away ! corne away! &c., 
and doe, &e. 



wl Lo'o; s desire. 

Fairest fayre, now turne to thy Love, 
to thy Love, to thy Love, &c., 
that loves thee best! 
Sweet, let pitty more ! grant love for love 
like the Dove, like the Dove, &c., 
for ever rest. 
Crowne my delights with hopeful joyes !-- 
Thy love revives, thy hate destroyes. 
Come away ! corne away !come away ! 
and do hot stay ! 
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The Second Part, 
OR, 
The Woman's Answer. 
To TIIF S..IE TUNE. 

| 
Who is't that calleth [toi me, "Corne away "? 
'ris my Love, 'ris my, &c., 
[his] most chearefull voice : 
He looks [as] cherefull as the bright day, 
which doth make, which doth, &e., 
each heart rejoyce. 



A Loz,er's desh'e. 

With flowers sweet l'le make [thy] bed, 
My lap a pillow for thy head. 
Corne away ! corne away ! &c., 
and doe, &c. 
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If thou doubtest, Sweetest, [now] prove 
that my Love, that my Love, &c., 
she lov'd thee ever ; 
Nor ne're think, deare, but I will be thy Dove, 
and from thee, and from thee, &c., 
I le never sever : 
'Tis not beauty makes me proud, 
For 'tis heaven hath that allow'd : 
Corne away ! corne away ! &c., 
and do, &c. 

See the lovely Queen of Flowres, 
she hath strewne, she hath, &c., 
the way to trace : 
Trees do bend to make thee bowers. 
Satyrs peep, Sat)'rs peep, &c., 
to sec thy face : 
Lambes, to please thee, leap and skip, 
And [-the] little Fairies trip. 
Corne away ! corne, &¢., 
and doe, &c.. 
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A Lovcr's desDe. 

Woods yeeld pleasant harmony 
for my Love, for my, &c., 
the Birds do sing; 
Thy absence makes them seeme to cry : 
Phillis crownes, Phillis, &c., 
thee Summer's King : 
With a wreath of flowers sweet, 
All the Nimphs my lc, ve do greet. 
Corne away, corne, &c., 
and doe, &c. 

Venus doth not stick to sweare 
By her Dores, by her, &c., 
shee'l steale my Love ; 
And, as for Adon [is], teares her haire; 
her faire eyes, her faire, &c., 
much sorrow prove : 
But, for all the Indian wealth, 
None shall have him but mv celle : 
Corne away ! corne away ! &c., 
and do not stay! 

Like the wor[1]ds eye my Love doth appeare, 
when his steeds, when his, &c., 
approach the morne: 



A Lover's desirc. 
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And his face the Clowds doe cleare, 
dims the stars, dims the &c., 
and Cynthia's horne! 
Now I ara in my marriage bed,-- 
See! my armes for thee are spred : 
Corne away . corne away ! corne away, 
and do not stayl 

Printed by the Assignes of Thomas Symcocke. 
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Loues Solace ; 
OR, 
The true lover's part, & in his conclusion he shews 
his constant heart. 
He still doth praise ber for ber beauty rare, 
And sayes there's none with ber that can compare. 
Tu A NEW COURT TUNE CALLED 7"he DamasP, e_Rose. 

The Damaske Rose. nor Lilly faire, 
the Cowslip, nor the Pancy, 



Zove's Solace. 

With my true Love cannot compare 
for beauty, love and fancy. 
She doth excell the rarest Dame 
in ail the world that may be, 
Which makes me thus extoll her fame, 
Sa sweet is lhe Lasse lhat laves »te. 

If I should speake of my true Love, 
as I ara bound in duty, 
She doth surpasse the gods above 
in each degree, for beauty. 
.9"uno, 'allas, nor lénus faire, 
shine hot sa bright and lovely ; 
Ther's none with ber that may compare, 
So swcel is the Lasse that laves me. 

When first I saw her peerlesse face, 
I did admire her beauty, 
And I did seeke, vith heart and voyce, 
to offer ber all duty ; 
Which willingly she did accept, 
sa kind and loving was she,-- 
Which makes me thus, with all respect, 
say " Sweet is t/te Lasse t/rat laves me." 



Love's Solace. 

3[ars, though he be the god of warre, 
could not so deepely wound me 
As Cupid, with a little skarre, 
which I have plainely showne [ye]. 
toreas, with all his blustring stormes, 
never pierst so sorely : 
Çuid's Arrowes pricke like thornes-- 
So sweet is the Lasse that loves me. 

For her sweet sake Ile undertake 
any thing she requireth,-- 
To sayle the Seas, like Captain Drake, 
whose deeds there's some admireth. 
What ever she commands is done, 
so much her love doth move me ; 
She is a precious Paragon-- 
So szveet is t/te Lasse t]zat loves me. 

Bright Cinthia, in her rich[est] Robes, 
my Love doth much resemble, 
Whose beautious beams such rayes afford, 
that makes my heart to tremble. 
Yet is the Saint so chast, so rare, 
which unto fany moves me, 
And makes my joyes without compare, 
So swcet is the Lasse that /oz,es »te. 



Love's Sola«e. 

Diana and her Darlings deare, 
that lived in woods and vallies, 
And spent her time so chast and rare, 
she with no mankind dallies ; 
Yet is she hot more chast than my Love 
(I hope none can disprove me), 
0 no ! my mind shall ncre remove,-- 
So sweet is the Lasse that loves me. 
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Sweet Love, adieu! I pray be true, 
and thinke of what is spoken ! 
Change hOt thy old friend for a new ,. 
let hot thy vow be broken ! 
Sweet Love, I leave thee for this time, 
for so it doth behove me; 
But still my heart doth me combine, 
7"o say " Sweet is the Lasse that loves me." 

VOL. 
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The Second Part, to thc Smne Tune. 
The Maiden's kind answer, wherein she doth agree 
That he shall be her Love, and none but onely he. 

My love, my lire, my ducke, my deare, " 
now will I yeeld unto thee ; 
All thou hast said I well did heare, 
and now thy words doth move me 
For to reply in answer kind, 
and »o thy selle shall prove me; 
I will not change like to the wind, 
sa sw«,t is lb.," La.'« t/rot lo.,es tloee, 



Love's Solace. 
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Be thou my lovely Pyramus, 
l le be thy constant 7-hys6e ; 
And I ara now resolvèd thus-- 
never to displease thee. 
True love surpasseth Croesus' gold,-- 
'tis hOt thy wealth that moves me : 
Hereafter let thy love be bold, 
and say, "sweet is lhe Lasse that lovcs lace." 

Ile prove as chast unto my Love 
as ever could be any; 
No fond inticements me shall move, 
although I ara urged I-byJ many; 
I will indure for ever kind, 
as it doth best behove me, 
A truer Mate thou shalt not find, 
so sweet is the Lasse that loves ffzee. 

My daily care shall alwaise be 
onely for to delight thee, 
And I myselfe still will be she 
that shall with joyes unite thee; 
I will shine bright at noone and night, 
it I may so content thee ; 
Like Ciulhia, I will shine I-soi bright 
unlo tac Lad lhat loves me. 
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Lovds Solace. 

Doe not despaire, my onely dcare, 
let not vaine thoughts torment thee; 
Of my truc heart bave thou no feare, 
nor doe not thou absent me ; 
I will remaine for ever sure, 
though I awhile did proove thee ; 
Till death depart Ile thine indure, 
so sweet is the Lasse tkat loves thee. 

No gold nor gaine shall me obtaine 
to fancy any other ; 
AIl those that seeke my Love to gaine, 
their wishes I doe smother ; 
I answer them unto their kind, 
for soit doth behove me ; 
I will hot change like to the wind, 
so sweet is the Lasse that loves thee. 

So, Love, adieu ! I pray be truc  
I am thine owne for ever! 
The next time that I meet with )'ou, 
weele hot so soone dissever. 
Although we part, I leave my heart 
with him that dearely loves me ; 
'Tis tr-[ymen's bands must case my smart, 
and [ ara the Las.e t]tat loves ghe¢. 



Lovts Solace. 
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[THE MAN.] 
O, my sweet love and onely deare ! 
thou hast renued my pleasure ; 
Thou in my sight dost more appeare 
than any earthly treasure ; 
I doe rejoyce much in my choyce, 
and soit doth behove me ; 
Ill sing thy praise with heart and voice, 
so sweet is te Lass ttat loves me. 

FINIS. 
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A New Northern Ii««e called 
Daintie, corne thou me. 

Wilt thou forsake mee thus, 
and leave me in misery ? 
And I gave my hand to thee 
onely with thee to die! 
Casl no tare fo thy Izearl, 
from thee I wil[ not.ffee. 
Let them all say what the wt[[, 
Dainty, corne thou to me ! 



Were my state good or ill, 
rich, or in misery, 
Yet would I love thee still,-- 
prove me, and thou shalt see! 
Casg no tare, 

Were you rich, were you poore, 
were yofi in miserie, 
[I'd] beg from doore to doore, 
all for to maintaine thee. 
Cas no tare, &c. 

Were I Lord, were I Knight, 
came I of high degree, 
All my Lands should be thine,-- 
try me, and thou shalt see! 
Cast no tare, ¢f.q'c. 

If the Indie Gold were mine, 
and ail the wealth of Spaine, 
All that, it should be thine,-- 
proove me yet once againe 
Cast no «are, &c. 

Thy beauty doth excell ; 
above all I love thee ; 
With thee I meane to dwell,-- 
try me, and thou shalt see 
Cast no «are, 
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new Northern igge. 

I promise, for thy sake, 
ail other to forsake, 
and onely thee to take, m 
trye mee, and thou shalt see! 
Cast no care, 'c, 

Let me thy love obtaine, 
or else I am but slaine ; 
Revive me once againe ; 
sweet, I desire [but] thee! 
Cast no care, c. 

If Friends doe frowne and fret, 
and Parents angry be, 
and Brothers' griefe is great, 
yet I love none but thee. 
Cast no care, 

Here's my hand and my heart. 
faith and troth unto thee ; 
From thee I will not start,m 
try mee, and thou shalt seel 
Cast no care, 

Thus my Friends I forsake, 
with thee my life to spend, 
Refusing no paines to take, 
untill my lire doth end. 
Cast no tare, 



new 2rortern 

Farewell, my trusty Love 
true as the Turtle-dove 
I will as constant prove, 
till we two meet againe. 
Cast no tare, 
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lnost excellent Ditty of the 
promises to his beloued. 

Louers 

To a sweet new tune called, L&,e witk me and &e 
my Loue. 

Live with me and be my Love, 
And we will ail the pleasures prove, 
That Vallies, Groves, Hills, and Fields, 
'Woods, or steepy Mountaines yeelds. 
Thal I*allo,s, Groves, Igils, and Fields, 
lVoods, or steey [ountaines yeelds. 

And we will sit upor: the Rockes, 
Seeing the Shepheards feede their flockes, 
By shallow Rivers to vhose falls, 
Melodious Birds sing Madrigals. 
y shallow riz,ets lo wkose Jals, &c. 

And I will make thee beds of Roses, 
And a thousand fragrant Poses : 
A Cap of Flowers and a Kirtle 
I mbrodred all with leaves of Mirtle, 
a Cap of Flowers and a ](rtle, &c. 



Lire with me and &e my Love. 

A Gowne made of the finest Wool 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull : 
Faire linèd Slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest Gold, 
faire lined Sliers for the cold, &c. 
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Thy silver dishes fil'd with meate, 
As precious as the Gods doe eate, 
Shall on an Ivory Table be 
Prepar'd each day for thee and me. 
çhall on an ivory table 3e, &c. 

The Shepheards swaines shall dance and sing, 
For thy delight each faire-morning : 
If these delights thy minde might moove, 
To live with me and be my love. 
i] these dclçhts &c. 

FINIS. 
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The Ladies prudent answer to her 
Loue. 

To the saine tune. 

If all the world and Love were young 
And truth in every Shepheards tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me moove 
To live with thee and be thy love, 
these retty leasurts &c. 

But flowers fade, and xvanton Fields 
To xvayward Winter reckning yeelds, 
A hony tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancies spring but sorrowes fall. 
a hony onue &c. 

Time drives the Flocks from field to fold. 
When rivers rage and Rockes grow cold, 
And Philomel becommeth dumbe 
The rest complaines of rimes to corne. 
A nd Philomel becommeth, &c. 

Thy Gownes, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle and thy poses, 
Soone breakes, soone withers, soone forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in season rotten 
soone breakes &c. 



Lire witA me and e my Love. 

What should you talke of dainties then, 
Of better meate then serveth men, 
Ail that is 'vaine, this onely good, 
Which God doth blesse and send for food. 
All l/ml is vaine, &c. 
If you could last and love still breede, 
Had joyes no date, nor age no neede, 
Then these delights my mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy love, 
l]zen lhese ddhls, &c. 
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Loves Lunacie, 

OF, 
[«d Besses Fegar,. 
Declaring her sorrow, care and mone, 
Which may cause man)" a sigh and grone : 
Young-man did this lXlaid some wrong, 
Whefore she writ this mournful Song. 

To the tune of. The mad mans 3Iorris. 

Poore Bcs:e, mad lesse, so they call me, 
I'm metamorphozed ; 
Strange sights and visions I doe sec, 
by Furies I am led. 
7"oto was the cause of all my woe, 
to him I loudly cry, 
My love to hiln there's none doth know, 
yet heere he lets me lie. 

This Bclhelem is a place of torment, 
heere's fearfull notes still sounding, 
Heere minds are fil'd with discontent 
and terrors still abounding. 
Some shake their chaines wofull wise, 
some sweare, some ourse, some roaring, 
Some shrieking out with fearfull cries, 
and some their cloaths are tearing. 



Loves L unacie. 

0 curst tlecto that tierce fury, 
lkIegara Tysihon .t 
Are governours of my late glory, 
wise Palas me doth shun. 
My jems, my jewels, and my earings 
are turned to iron fetters, 
They now doe serve for others wearings, 
such as are now my betters. 
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Orcades Fairies now doe lead me 
ore mountaines, hils and valleys ; 
Aaiadcs doth through waters drive me, 
and ri:o with rne dallies. 
0 sometimes I dreame of my Tom 
then with my folded armes, 
I him embrace, saying welcome 
but waking breeds my harmes. 

ldrastea now robbeth me, 
of all lny wit and patience, 
lnarona will hot receive me, 
To live in peace and silence. 
My mind runs on my fine appareil, 
which once did fit my wearing ; 
Then with my self I seeme to quarrell, 
my rags I fall to tearing. 
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Loves Lnnacie. 

O, once I ",vas as faire as 13riseis, 
and chast as was Cassandra 
But living voyd of joy and blisses. 
I'm I-Iero to Lcander. 
For as chast Itero her selle drowned, " 
so I am droun'd in sorrow, 
The Fates on me hath sorely trowned, 
no patience can I borrow. 

The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 
I'm like to faire Philomela, 
by Tereus basely ravished ; 
Yet when his burning lust did thaw, 
he closely her imprisoned : 
And even so I'm quite defloured 
by 7om of ail my senses 
My love and meanes he bath devowred 
Making no recompenses. 
You Gods and you Godesses, 
pray listen to my mourning 
And grace me with this happinesse 
to see my Toms returnîng. 
Or if you ,,viii not grant me this 
to send him hither to me, 
Send me but word whereas he is, 
and Tom l'le corne unto thee. 



Loves Lunacie. 

If that he be in God lkIarses traine, 
where armour brightly glisters ; 
Be sure Ile fetch him home againe, 
in spight of the three Sislers 
Or if he be in Venus Court, 
where Cuid shoots his arrowes : 
Ile fetch him thence from all his sport, 
onely to ease my sorrowes. 

Stay, who comes here ? tis the sisters threeo 
which lately I did mention, 
I doubt they come to chide with me 
and hinder my intention. 
Clolto brings wool, Lactesis doth spin, 
tgroiOos cuts asunder; 
Now Ile away and not be seene, 
each one is my Commander. 

You Maids and Virgins faire and pure 
note well my carefull calling, 
You cannot thinke what I endure, 
Cupid hath caus'd my falling  
When I was as now many be, 
free from God Cupids arrowes, 
I wo.uld have smil'd at any shee 
that should tell me of sorrowes. 

My lodging was once soft and easie, 
my garments silke and sattin  
Vox.. I 
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Lovcs Lmmdc. 

Noxv in a locke of straxv I lie, 
this is a woefull pattin : 
iXIy diet once was choise and fine, 
all which did not content me ; 
Now I drinke xvater, once good wine 
was naught unlesse twere send mee. 

Thus pride and love together joynd 
to vorke my utter ruine ; 
They wrougl'.t my discontent in mind, 
vhich causes my undoing. 
And thus good people all adue, 
prehaps you nere may see me, 
Farewell I bid once more to you, 
I'm grieved sore believe me. 

But if you chance once more to corne, 
bring tidings from my dearest, 
By ail meanes bring mv true love Ton 
hee's velcomst when hees neerest : 
The day is past, and night is corne 
and here cornes our commander ; 
Hee'l locke me into a darke roome, 
'tis sorrowes chiefest chamber. 

FINIS. 
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OR, 
Prettie Comparisons wittily grounded, 
Which by scornfull Maidens may best be expounded. 
To the tune of, Like to the Damaske lose : The 
Second Straine to be sung twice over. 

Like to a Dove-cote never haunted, 
Or like a Petition never granted 
Or like broad-cloth vithout Taylor. 
Or like a Ja)'le without a Ja)lor ; 
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Prettie Comlarisons wt'ttil), .rounded. 

Or like a Lanthorne without a light, 
Or Wedding-day without a night : 
J ust such as those 
may shee be said, 
That time doth lose 
and dyes a Maid, 
The Dove-cote haunted, 
yeelds much profit ; 
The Petition granted, 
good comes of it ; 
The Taylor puts 
broad-cloth in shape, 
The Jaylor lets 
no Prisoner 'scape ; 
The Candle light 
is the Lanthornes treasure, 
The Wedding-night 
crownes all the pleasure : 
So is that Maiden 
in mine eyes, 
Who loves and marryes 
ere shee dyes. 

Like to a Ring without a finger, 
Or like a Bell without a ringer ; 
Or like a Horse that's never ridden, 
Or like a Feast, and no Guests bidden ; 



Pretlie Conarisons willily ffrounded. 

Or like a Well without a Bucket. 
Or like a Rose and no one to plucke it : 
Just such as those 
may she be said, 
That time doth lose 
and dyes a Maid. 
The Ring, if worne 
the finger decketh, 
The Bell if rung, 
good musicke ; 
The Horse doth ease, 
if he be ridden, 
The Feast doth please, 
if Guest be bidden ; 
The Bucket drawes 
the water for thee 
The Rose when pluckt, 
is then most worthy : 
So is that Maiden, &c. 

Like to a 
Or like a 
Or like a 
Or like a 
Or like a 
Or like a 

Stocke not grafted on, 
Lute ne're play'd upon, 
Jacke without a weight, 
Barke without a traught 
Locke without a Key, 
$ouldier without pay ; 
Just such as those 
may she be said 
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l-'rctl& Com, barisons ,iZZil.), rouncl«d. 

That time doth lose 
and dyes a Maid 
The Stocke that's grafted, 
yeelds best fruit, 
Best Musick's in 
the finger'd Lute, 
The weight doth make 
the Jacke goe ready 
'fhe fi'aught doth make 
the Barke goe steady, 
The Key the Locke 
doth open right 
The Souldier paid 
is prone to fight : 
So is that Maiden, &c. 

Like to a l'qeedle without thread, 
Or like a word without a deed, 
Or like a warrant never seal'd 
Or like a thought that's nere reveal'd, 
Or like a line without a hooke, 
Or like good meate without a Cooke : 
Just such as those 
may she be said, 
That time doth lose, 
and d},es a Maid. 



Prell[e C»ar[sons willily groundc 

The thread with Needle 
yeelds much plcasure, 
The deed and word 
make decent measure 
The Seale in force 
the Warrant makes ; 
The thought reveal'd 
ail dçubt forsakes 
The Hooke with Line 
doth catch the Fishes 
The Cooke of Meat 
makes wholesome dishes ; 
So is that Maiden 
in mine eyes, 
Who loves and marryes 
ere shee dyes. 

The Second Part, to the Saine Tune. 

Like to a Question and no Answer, 
Or like a call without Anon Sir, 
Or like a Ship was never rig'd, 
Or like a mine was never dig'd 
Or like a wound without a plaister, 
Or like a household and no ?da,;:cr 
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Preltie Coarisons wittily 'rounded. 

j ust such as those 
may she be said, 
That time doth lose, 
and dyes a Maid. 

The Question answered, 
strife appeaseth 
Anon, Anon, 
the caller pleaseth, 
The rigged Ship 
sayles with the \Vind, 
Who digges the mine 
shall treasure find; 
The wound is by 
the plaister cured, 
The house by th' Master 
is secured : 
So is that Maiden 
in mine eyes, 
That loves and marryes 
ere she dyes. 

Like to a Marroxv-bone nere broken, 
Or Commendations and no token, 
Or like a Fort and none to xvin it, 
Or like the Moone and no man in it, 
Or like a Schoole without a Teacher 
Or like  Pulpit and no Preacher : 



Prellie Co»arisons zoiltily rounded. 

J ust such as those 
may she be said, 
That time doth lose, 
and dyes a Maid. 
The marrow bone 
that's broke eates pleasant, 
The Token makes 
a gratefull present, 
There's triumph in 
the Fort that's von, 
The man rides glorious 
in the Moone, 
The choole [s by 
the Teacher stil'd 
The Pulpit's by 
the Preacher filrd 
Sois that Maiden, &c. 
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Like to a Pistoll and no shot, 
Like to a Promise quite forgot, 
Or like a Hawke that's never man'd, 
Or like a Hide before 'ris tan'd, 
Or like a Coach and nere a horse, 
Or like a Coffin and no Corse : 
Just such as those 
may she be said, 
That rime doth lose, 
and dyes a Maid. 
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Prdti« Comarisons a,ttil., roundcd. 

The Pistoll charged, 
helpes in danger; 
Hee that keepes promise, 
is no ranger ; 
The Hawke that's man'd 
yeelds Princely sport ; 
The [!ide well tan'd, 
there's much use for't ; 
The Horse doth cause 
the Coach to carry, 
The Coffin's us'd 
the Corse to bury : 
Sois that Maiden, &c. 

Like to a 
Or like a 
Or like a 
Or like a 
Or like a 
Or like a 

house by no one kept, 
Corne-field never reapt, 
Wind-mill without sayles, 
Horse-shooe xvithout nayles, 
Cage without a Bird 
Scabberd and no Sword : 
J ust such as those, 
may she be said, 
That time doth lose, 
and dyes a Mai& 

The house well kept, 
Guests entertaineth ; 



Prettie Coarisons wittily £r.,unded. 

The Corne field reapt, 
man's life sustaineth ; 
The Wind-mill sayles, 
the Graine ",vell grindeth ; 
Horse-shooes with nayles ; 
sure footing findeth ; 
The Bird in Cage, 
sings merrily ; 
The Sword in sheath, 
shewes decently : 
Sois that Maiden 
in mine eyes, 
Who loves and marryes, 
ere shee dyes. 
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Printed at London for t:r. Coules, dwelling in the 
Old-Bayl)'. 
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A light hearts A I ewell. 
Or, 
The honest good blade who a free heart doth carr)'. 
And cares for nothing" but to haue's owne vagary. 

To the tune of Iacke Puddinos Vagary. 

ALL you that merry lires doe lead, 
although your meanes bee little, 
That seldome are o'reseene in bread, 
nor take much thought for vittle : 
Attend while l'le exemplyfie, 
the mind that I doe carry, 
I take delight both morne and n]ght 
to have mine owne vagary. 



/t light hearts t IewelL 
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Though fortune have not lent me wealth 
as shee hath done to many, 
Yet while l've liberty and health, 
l'le bee as blith as any : 
l'le beare an honest upright heart, 
theres none shall prove contrary, 
Yet nov and then Abroad l'le start, 
and bave mine owne vagary. 

No base profession will I chuse, 
thereby to get my living, 
No Içent-street maunding will I use, 
my minds more bent to giving : 
I will not say I'm this and that, 
with bug Beare boasts to scare ye, 
Let Coxcombs prate they know not what, 
l'le have mine owne vagary. 

I ana no Graves-end Travailour. 
No teller of strange storyes, 
No forger of Coranto's nor, 
a man tht evermore is 
Extolling of his owne deserts, 
and with proud words will dare ye, 
Let such as these act their parts, 
l'le have mine owne vagary. 

I am no haunter of the Playes, 
to picke poor peoples purses, 
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l light hearts ,4 Ioeoell. 

Nor one that every word he sales 
doth coyne nexv oaths and curses : 
If I doe runne on Tapsters scores, 
to pay them I am wary, 
Let others spend their means on whoores 
I love mine owne vagaD'. 

I am no blade nor Roaring Boy, 
aboading in the City, 
Xo Whiske, no Lift, nor no Decoy, 
nor one that asks for pitty : 
My educations not the best, 
vet such a heart I carry, 
That which my humour can't digest, 
it fits not iny vagary. 

No Citv Shuffl.er scarce of age, 
to have what rate hath left me, 
No haire-braind Asse that's full of rage, 
r«ason hath hot bereft me ; 
No .qrcat I3um-layly that may fright, 
mv fearefull adversary, 
]3ut one that loves and takes delight, 
to have his owne vagary. 

_No Usurer that holds up trash, 
nor )'et a noted Spender, 
No borrowing Sharke that never payes, 
but to a Friend a Lender : 



A liyt kearls A Icwell. 

No Petyfog, nor Common-bayle, 
For no such felloves care I, 
In honest sort l'le never faile 
to have mine owne vagary. 

303 

The Second Part, to the saine Tune. 

N O ]3ovling Alley Rooke am I, 
that sveareth all by dam mee, 
By such l'le not o'er reached bee, 
In this their's none can blame mee : 



304 

A Ici(Al Itearts A Icwell. 

No swaggering Pimp that champion is, 
to Doll, to Kate, and Sary. 
I hate such slavish Offices, 
those fit not my vagary. 

Those painfull Svaines that on the greene, 
doe dayly take their pleasure, 
The pleasantist lire that can bee seene, 
though not so stor'd vith treasure - 
When Husband-men and Sheapheard swaines. 
xvith Lasses of the Dary, 
Doe sportingly trip ore the Plaines, 
0 that fits my vagary. 

I care not to weare Gallant raggs, 
and ove the Taylour for them, 
I care not for those vaunting brags, 
Iever did abhore them : 
What to the world I seeme to bee, 
no man shall prove contrary. 
My Suites shall suite to my degree, 
0 that fits my vagary. 

I care not for those scarre Crov blades, 
whose valour lyes in speeches, 
That in discourse of manhood wades, 
oft-times above their reaches : 



A ligt earts M Iavdl. 

If I have not a minde to fight, 
l'le urge no adversary, 
When word and deed doth jump aright, 
0 that fits my vagary. 
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I care hot for the Broakers Booke, 
my names not there inrouled, 
I nothing owe therefore I looke, 
by none tobe controuled : 
I doe hOt feare the Sergeants Mace, 
walke by the Counter dare I, 
And looke a Bayliffe in the face, 
0 this is my vagary. 

I care hot much in company, 
to spend what is allotted, 
l'le drinke but for sufficiency, 
l'le never bee besotted : 
When I doe feele my spirits dull, 
a cup of old Canary 
Will fill my heart with courage full, 
and this is my vagary. 

I tare not for sad malecontent, 
that is the of bane nature, 
I love good honest merryment, 
and l'le despise no creature : 
VOL. n. 

T 
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Thats for my use and sustinence, 
and still I xvill bee xvmy, 
Least I exceed in my expence, 
that fits hOt my vagary. 

Still will I have an honest care, 
that none lyes wronged by mee, 
l'le hOt build Castles in the ayre, 
Whoever lists to try me, 
Shall find in all that's promised heere, 
not any word contrary, 
I envious censure doe not feare, 
"--» l'le have mine owne vagary. 

Printed at London for/. I4rright, dwelling in Gilt- 
spur street. 
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Londons Ordinarie, 
Or euery man in his humour.. 

To a pleasant new Tune. 

Through the Royall Exchainge as I walked, 
Where Gallants in sattin doe shine : 
At midst of the day, they parted away, 
To seaverall places to dine. 
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Londons Ordinaric. 

The 
The 
The 
And 

Gentrie wcnt to the King's hcad, 
Nobls unto the Crowne " 
Knights went to the Golden Fleece, 
the Plough men to the Clowne. 

The Cleargie vill dine at the Miter, 
The Vintners at the three Tunnes, 
The Usurers to the Devill will goe, 
And the Fryers to the Nunnes. 

The 
The 
The 
And 

Ladyes will dine at the Feathers, 
Globe no Captaine xvill scorne, 
Hunts men will goe to the Grayhound below, 
some Townes-men to the Horne. 

The 
The 
The 
And 

Plummers will dine at the Fountaine, 
Cookes at the holly Lambe, 
l)runkerds by noone, to the Man in the Moone, 
the Cuckolds to the Ramme. 

The 
The 
And 
And 

Roarers will dine at the Lyon, 
\Vatermen at the old Swan ; 
Bawdes vill to the negro goe, 
Whores tc the naked Man. 

The Keepers vill to the white Hart, 
The Marchants unto the Shippe, 
The Beggars they must take their way 
To the Egge shell and the Whippe. 
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The 
The 
The 
And 

Farryers will to the Horse, 
Blacke smith unto the Locke, 
Butchers unto the Bull will goe, 
the Carmen to Bridewell Docke. 

The Fish mongers unto the Dolphin, 
The Barbers to the Cheat loafe, 
The Turners unto the Ladle will goe, 
Where they may merrily quaffe. 
The Taylors will dine at the Sheeres, 
The Shooe makers will to the Boote, 
The Welshmen they will take their way, 
And dine at the signe of the Gote. 
The SecondPart to the Saine T 
The Hosiers will dine at the Legge, 
The Drapers at the signe of the Brush, 
The Fletchers to Robin hood will goe, 
And the Spendthrift to Begger's Bush. 
The Pewterers to the Quarte pot, 
The Coopers will dine at the Hoope, 
The Coblers to the Last will goe, 
And the Barge men to the Sloope. 
The Carpenters will to the Axe. 
The Coliers will dine at the Sacke, 
Your Fruterer he to the Cherry-tree, 
Good fellowes no liquor will lacke, 

une. 
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Londons Ordinarie. 

The Gold smith will to the three Cups, 
For money they hold it as drosse ; 
"four Puritan to the Pewter can, 
And your Papists to the Crosse. 

The 
The 
The 
And 

Weavers will dine at the Shuttele, 
Glovers will unto the Glove, 
Maydens all to the Mayden head, 
true Louers unto the Dove. 

The Sadlers will dine at the Saddle, 
The Painters will to the greene Dragon, 
The Dutchmen will go to the Froe, 
Where each man will drinke his Flagon. 

The Chandlers ",vill dine at the Skales, 
The Salters at the signe of the Bagge ; 
The Porters take paine at the Labour in Vaine, 
And the Horse-courser to the white Nagge. 

Thus every man in his humour, 
That cornes from the North or the South, 
But he that has no money in his purse, 
May dine at the sine of the Mouth. 

The Swaggerers will dine at the Fencers, 
But those that have lost their wits : 
With Bedlam Tom let that be their home, 
And the Drumme the Drummers best fits. 



Londons Ordiltarie. 

The Cheter will dine at the Checker, 
The Picke-pockets in a blind Ale bouse, 
Tel on and tride then up Holborne they ride, 
And they their end at the Gallowes." 

.3II 

FINIS. 

Printed at London by the Assignes of Thomas 
Symcocke. 
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The little Barly-Corne. 

Whose Properties and Vertues here, 
Shall plainly to the world appeare : 
To make you merry all the yeere. 

To the tune of Stt'tgo. 

COME, and doe hOt musing stand, 
if thou the truth discerne, 
But take a full cup in thy hand, 
and thus begin to learne, 
Not of the earth, nor of the ayre, 
at evening or at morne, 
But joviall boyes your Christmas keep, 
with the little tTarlg,-Corte. 

It is the cunningist Alchymist, 
that ere was in the Land, 
Twill change your mettle when it 1Lst, 
in turning of a hand, 
Your blushing Gold to Silver wan, 
your Silver into Brasse, 
Twill turne a Taylor to a man, 
attd a man [nto au asse. 



TAe L ittle tarly- Corne. 
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Twill make a poore man rich to bang 
a signe before his doore, 
And those that doe the Pitcher bang, 
though rich twitl make them poore ; 
Twill make the silliest poorest Shake, 
the K ings great Porter scorne, 
Twill make the stoutest Lubber weak, 
lais lillle tarly-Corne. 

It hath more shifts than Lambe ere had 
or 2r-focus Pocus too, 
It will good fellowes shew more sport 
then 2Banlees his horse could doe : 
Twill play you faire above the boord, 
unlesse you take good heed, 
And fell you though you were a Lord, 
andjuslifle /he deed. 

It lends more yeeres unto old age, 
than ere was lent by nature, 
It makes the Poets fancy rage, 
more than Castilian water : 
Twill make a Huntsman chase a Fox, 
and never winde his home, 
Twill cheere a Tinker in the stockes, 
this htlle tarly-Corne. 

I t is the only Will oth' wispe, 
which leades meta from the way, 
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The Little 17arly-Corne. 

Twill make the tongue-ti'd Lawyer lisp 
and nought but (hic-up) say, 
Twill make the Steward droope & stoop 
his Bils he then will scorne, 
And at each post cast his reckoning up, 
this lillle tarly-Corne. 

Twill make a man grow jealous soone, 
whose pretty Wife goes trim, 
And raile at the deceiving Moone, 
for making hornes at him : 
Twill make the Maidens trimly dance, 
and take it in no scorne, 
And help them to a friend by chance; 
this little larly Corne. 

It is the neatest Servingman, 
to entertaine a friend 
It will doe more than money canj 
all jarring suits to end : 
There's life in it, and it is here, 
'ris here within this cup, 
Then take your liquor doe not spare» 
ut deare carouu il uib. 
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The second part of the little Barly-Corne, 
That cheareath the heart both euening and morne. 

To the saine Tune. 

If sicknesse corne, this Physick take, 
it from your heart will set it. 
If feare incroach, take more of it, 
your heart will soon forget it, 
Apollo and the Muses nine. 
doe take it in no scorne, 
There's no such stuffe to passe the time 
as tke little ]arly-Corne. 

Twill make a weeping Widdow laugh, 
and soone incline to pleasure : 
Twill make an old man leave his staffe 
and dance a youthfull measure ; 
And though your clothes be nere so bad, 
all ragged, rent, and torne, 
Against the cold you may be clad, 
witt tte little Barly-Corne. 

Twill make a Coward not to shrinke, 
but be as stout as may be; 
Twill make a man that he shall thinke 
that )'onds as good as my Lady" ; 
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The Lile Barly-Corne. 

It will inrich the palest face, 
and with Rubies it adorne, 
Yet you shall thinke it no disgrace, 
this little Barly-Corne. 

Twill make your Gossips merry, 
when they their liquour see, 
Hey we shall nere be weary, 
sweet Gossip here's to thee; 
Twill make the Country Yeoman, 
the Courtier for to scorne, 
And talke of Law-suits ore a Can, 
wtlh this little Barly-Corne. 

It makes a man that write cannot, 
to make you large Indentures, 
When as he reeleth home at night, 
upon the Watch he ventures, 
He cares not for the Candlelight: 
that shineth in the horne, 
Yet he will stumble the way aright, 
this litlle arly-Corne. 

Twill make a Miser prodigall, 
and shew himselfe kind-hearted, 
Twill make him never grieve at all, 
that from his Co)ne hath parted 



The Litlle Barly-Corne. 

Twill make the Shepheard to mistake 
his Sheepe before a storme : 
Twill make the Poet to excell, 
lais liltle 3arly-Crne. 

37 

It will make young Lads to call 
most freely for their liquor, 
Twill make a young Lasse take a fall, 
and rise againe the quicker : 
Twill make a man that he 
shall sleepe ail night profoundly, 
And make a man what ere he be, 
goe aboul his businesse roundly. 

Thus the Barly-Corne hath pover, 
even for to change our nature, 
And make a Shrew within an houre, 
prove a kind-hearted creature : 
And therefore here I say againe, 
let no man tak't in scorne, 
That I the vertues doe proclaime, 
of the lillle t?arly-Corne. 

Printed at London for E. B. 
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The Lamentation of a new married 
man, briefely declaring the sorrow and grief 
that cornes by marrying a young wantort wife. 

To the tune of, Where is my true Loue, 

YO U t3atchelors that brave it 
So gallant in the street, 
With Muske & with Rose water, 
Smelling all so sweet : 
With shooes of Spanish leather, 
So feately to your feet, 
Behold me a married man. 

Before that I xvas xvedded, 
I lived in delight, 
I went unto the dancing schoole, 
I learnd at Fence to fight: 
With twenty other pleasures, 
That now are banisht quite 
I being a &c. 

When I lived single, 
I knexv no cause of strife, 
I had my heart in quiet, 
I led a pleasant life 



The LamentaNon of a new married man. 3t9 

But now my chiefest study 
Is how to please my Wife, 
I being a married man. 

Quoth she, You do not love me, 
To leave me ail alone, 
You must goe a gadding, 
And I must bide at home, 
While you among your minions, 
Spend more then is your owne : 
This life leads a &c. 

Do you think to keep me 
So like a drudge each day, 
To toile and moile so sadly 
And lame me every way : 
Ile have a Maid, by Lady, 
Shall work while I do play 
This life &c. 

When must I give attendance 
Upon my Mistris heeles, 
I must wait before ber, 
While she doth walk the Fields, 
Shee l'Il eat no meat but Lobsters 
And pretty Girgs and Geles, 
This life, &c. 
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T/te £amentation o f a new married man. 

Then must I get her Cherries, 
And dainty Kathern Peares, 
And then longs for Codlings, 
She breedeth Childe she sweares 
When God knowes ris a cushion 
That she about her beares, 
This lire &c. 

She must have Rabbet suckers, 
Without spot or specke, 
I must buy her Pescods 
At sixteen groats the Pecke 
She must have Egs & white wine. 
To wash her face and neck ; 
This lire &c. 

If once to passe it commeth, 
That she is brought to bed, 
Why then with many dainties 
She must be dayly fed. 
A hundred toyes and trifles 
Cornes then within her head ; 
This life &c. 

Against that she is churched, 
A nev Gowne she must have; 
A daintie fine Rebato 
About her neck to brave ; 



The Lamentation of a new married man. 
French boodies with a Farthingale 
She never linnes to crave. 
This life &c. 
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Abroad among her Gossips. 
Then must she daily go : 
Requesting of this favour 
A man must not say no 
Lest that an unkinde quarrell 
About this matter grow 
This lire &c. 

To offerings and to Wedings 
Abroad that she must prance, 
Whereas with lusty youngsters 
This gallant dame must dance : 
Her husband must say nothing, 
What hap soever chance: 
This lire &c. 

And then there is no remedy, 
She must go to a play, 
To purge abounding Choller, 
And drive sad dumps away : 
She tarries out till midnight, 
She sweares she will not stay, 
This li/e &c. 
VOL. . 
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Te Lamentations of a new married rrmn. 

When home at last she commeth, 
To bed she gets her soone, 
And there she sleeps full soundly, 
Till the next day at noon, 
Then must she eat a Caudle 
With a silver spoone 
This life 

Therefore my friends be warned, 
You that unwedded be, 
The troubles of a married man 
You do most plainly see. 
Who likes not of his living, 
Would he would change with me, 
That now am a &c. 

When I was wont full often 
Good companie to keepe. 
Now I must rocke the Cradle, 
And hush the childe asleep, 
I had no time nor leisure 
Out of my doores to peep, 
Since I was a married man. 
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The Second part To the Saine Tune. 

Alacke wherefore lament you, 
your happy wedded state : 
Therein you shew great folly, 
repentance corne to late 
To make your self a mocking stock 
with every scoffing mate 
Now you are a married young man. 



The Lamenta/h ns of a new married man. 

In youth, do xvell remember, 
Your minde was all on pride : 
Deceiving sport and pleasure, 
Your lavish thoughts did guide, 
'Tis time such foolish fancies 
should now be laid aside, 
Now you are &c. 

When you lived single, 
Your time you vainely spent : 
Unto unlawfull pastime, 
Your youngling wits were bent 
But now you must learn wisedome. 
discredit to prevent, 
Sith you are &e. 

An alas to estimation, 
Longs to a single life, 
What were you but skip Jacke, 
Before you had a wife, 
A mate for every madcap, 
a stirrer up for strife, 
Till you were, &c, 

A Wife hath won you credit, 
A Wife makes you esteem'd 
An honest man through marriage 
Now you are surely deem'd ; 
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And you shall find ail times, 
a wife your dearest friend, 
Now you are, &c. 

The is it right and reason, 
Your wife should pleased be, 
It is a happy household 
Where couples do agree, 
It doth delight the Angels, 
such Concord for to sec, 
Then blest is the, &e. 

If I do blame your gadding 
I t is for love, be sure, 
Bad company doth alwaies 
Ill counsell still procure 
The man that will be thrifty 
must at his worke endure. 
While he is, &e. 

Thls works hls eommendations 
Amongst the very best 
The chiefe of the Parish, 
his quaintance will request. 
And then he shall be called 
To office with the rest 
When he is a, 



326 

Tke Lamnlalins ef a new married man. 

He shall be ruade a Headborough 
Unto his credit great, 
At what rime all the neighbours, 
H is friendship will entreat, 
.And then it is most decent, 
he should goe fine and neat, 
When he is a married young man. 

Then bareheaded unto him, 
A number daily flocks 
To help him by his office, 
fi'om many stumbling blocks  
Then cornes he to be Constable 
and sets Knaves in the stocks : 
Thus riseth a, &c. 

H is wife shall then be seated, 
in Church at her desire, 
Her husband he is sideman, 
and sits within the Quire, 
Then he is ruade Churchwarden 
and placed some what hier, 
Great joy to a, &c. 

Then seeing all thls credit 
by marriage )'ou do finde 
Unto your wife tis reason, 
you should be good and kinde 



The Lamentation o fa new married man. 
And sometimes wait upon her 
according to her minde 
As best fits a, &c. 

37 

I f friendly you go vith her 
to walke out of the Towne, 
Why then you may have pleasure, 
to give her a green Gowne, 
To have so great a favour, 
some men would give a crown, 
Which is hOt, &c. 

As for the Peares and Apples, 
you give me in the street 
The Cherries or the Codlings, 
for prety women meet. 
At night I give you kindely 
a thousand Kisses sweet 
Great joy to a, &c. 

A hundred other pleasures 
I do you then beside, 
In bringing forth your Children 
great sorrow I doe bide, 
For twentie Gownes & Kirtles, 
the like would not betide, 
By any fine young married men. 
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Why should you scorn the Cradle 
I tell you Sir most plaine, 
There is not any pleasure 
but sometimes breedeth paine, 
If you will not be troubled, 
why then good Sir refraine 
to play like a married young man. 

FINIS. 

Printed fer the Assignees of Thomas Symcock. 
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Love in a Maze; or the Young-Man 
put to his Dumps. 
Here in this Song you may behold and see 
A gallant Girl obtain'd by Wit and Honesty ; 
Ail you that hear my Song, and mark it but aright 
Will say true Love's worth Gold and breeds delight. 

To a pleasant Nmv tune, called, the true Loyers 
delight ; or, the Cambridge Horn. 
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Love in a 3Iaze. 

Late in the morning, as I abroad was walking, 
All in a Meadow green, I heard two Loyers talking; 
With Kisses sweet the young-man her Saluted, 
Then I drew near to hear what they disputed : 
Tken I drew near to kear whal they distuted. 
Young-man. 
Fair Maid, quoth he, this merry morning, 
Present one stalle to me, and be no longer scorning 
Him '`vho hath vo'`v'd to be thine own for ever, 
0 say but to me, Our loves shall never sever : 
0 say, &c. 
Maid. 
Indeed Sir, quoth she, it is a misty morning, 
But I would bave you to know I al'`vaies hated 
scorning, 
And as for love, as yet I mean to smother, 
I know hOt one as yet I love better than another : 
I know, &c. 
Young-man. 
Truc love sweet heart (q.he) if ere you chance to 
kno'`v it 
it cannot smothered be, but at last you'll show it ; 
The first time that I saw thy sweet and comely 
carriage 
I ever since desired that ",ve were joyn'd in 
marriage. 
I ever, &c. 



Love ina 3las 
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3laid. 
Love Sir, (quoth she) is like a fishers angle, 
which oft hath golden baites, silly maidens to in- 
tangle, 
And cunningly cast out by young mens false inven- 
tions 
then marriage they'll pretend when 'tis hot their 
intentions. 
Tken marriaffe, &c. 

You Il- m(l T1. 
0 ris so my dear, true Love is like a ountain 
which casts out water clear out of a Rocky Moun- 
tain ; 
Whose stream for to stop you'll say it is a wonder, 
likewise ris as strange to cleave the Rocks in 
sunder. 
Zikewise, &c. 

Such is my love to thee and shall be ever, 
no unconstant thoughts or fickle mind shall sever ; 
My heart from thee which always shal! be bringing 
fountains clear and fresh whieh from true love is 
springing. 
Founlains dear, 
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Love tn a )Iaze. 

M'aid. 
Your comparison (saith she) I must confess is witty 
to stop the stream of true Love it were a pitty : 
But your heart you compare indeed to Roeky 
Mountains 
for stony off they are and east out several Foun- 
tains. 
For slony, &c. 

As from some Fountain several streams are running, 
so many feigned Loves you oft have b¥ your 
cunning, 
Tis hard indeed to pierce your flinty hearts asunder, 
and stop your fickle streams it is a wonder. 
.And slo], &c. 

1/'oun-man. 
Fy, fy sweetheart, your wit doth overmatch me : 
no words can impart but presently you catch me : 
¥ou maidens now each t'.=y, do grow so coy and 
witty 
let young men beg and pray, you'II take of them 
no pitty. 
Lel young men, &c. 

211tard. 
Fy away, for shame, you young men can dissemble, 
your wits are so ripe and your tongues are quick 
and nimble, 
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Indeed you beg and crouch sometime to get your 
pleasure, 
then leave us in the lurch, and we may depart at 
leisure. 
Then leave, &c. 

I must confess, dear love, there many are so minded, 
but if thou once wouldst prove my constancy thou t 
find it 
Do but thou once command through danger I will 
ent er, 
and for to gain thy love through an army would I 
ven ture. 
And/or, & 

Sweetheart I'd have you know I never could 
dissemble 
and my compliments are slow my tongue was 
never nimble 
'Tis none but faithful love that makes me come unto 
thee, 
it is not for thy wealth but for thy virtue that I 
love thee. 
Il is hot, &c. 

With that a bush of M'ay, this lovely maid espyed, 
near to a bank of Time whereto she quickly hied, 
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Love 

Down she plucks the M'ay which was both green 
and tender 
and up she pluck ye Time with her pretty arm 
so slender. 
,And ulk, &c. 

She stuck the bush of 3[ay in the Time and did 
present it, 
unto this young man which ,,vas soon discontented, 
Here Sir, quoth she, if that you would be eased, 
read but this Riddle, Sir, perhaps you may be 
pleased. 
Read ut, &c. 

He took it from her hand and receiv'd it as a token, 
then in a dump did stand and never a xvord xvas 
spoken, 
Blushing then at last he modestly replyed. 
Your Riddle I tan read, Love shall hot be denyed. 
Your riddle, &c. 

This 3Iay stuck in Time which is to me presenting, 
shew that I may in rime gain your love with sweet 
contenting, 
Which if I may l'Il stay your rime and leisure 
and no rime l'lJ think too long so at last I gain ye 
treasure. 
.And no, &c. 
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He took her by the hand and lovingly they walked, 
being tied in Cupid's bands most amorously they 
talked, 
They on each other smil'd with interchanging kisses, 
O ris pity rime beguild such loyers of their blisses. 
O t, &c. 

Perhaps sweet Sir, saith she, you by this Riddle 
reading 
may think you gained me by little or no perswad- 
ing, 
Which if you did ris yet at my pleasure, 
I ara not bound to you yet, but you must stay my 
leisure. 
I ara hot, &c. 

Then let this heart, sayes he, which in this breast 
lies panting 
no happiness ere see, but let joyes be ever 
wanting, 
If ere I think an evil thought on thee 
then let mirth be banisht quite and sorrows wait 
upon me. 
Then let, &c. 

If it be so, quoth she, thou bears such true affection 
hereafter I'll agree to be ruled by thy direction : 
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No friend shall sever or break our love in sunder 
for loyal loving hearts will be the worlds wonder. 
For/oya/, &c 

The time that late was mine to thee shal be repre- 
sented 
ail that I bave is thine, then re.st thyselfeontented, 
Thy gallant wit, thy modesty, and carriage, 
hath wone my heart, we will be joyn'd in marriage. 
Hath won, &« 

He took her at her word and modestly replyed, 
short time I will afford, long time shall be denyed, 
This being the first of .Il"a), our hearts being joyned 
and wedded 
before the fifth day in wedlock we'll be bedded. 
Belote, &c. 

Five hundred pounds tis said with this gifle he then 
obtain'd 
on ye marriage day was paid which by his wit he 
gain'd, 
Although no means he had she nevcr a jot repentcd, 
he was a gallant lad, and she was well contented, 
He was, &c. 
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Now all you pretty maids that live in Town or City, 
the Author you perswades to learn from this his 
ditty, 
If a young man you love, look not then for his treasure 
for if he honest prove, in him is wealth and 
pleasure. 
For if, &c. 

You young men l'Il perswade likewise to hear my 
motion, 
if you affect a maid regard not then her portion, 
Hang ten pounds, give me the lass that loves me, 
if a constant wife thou'st found, no joys on earths 
above thee. 
Ira, &c. 

Young men and maids that lately went a .1F[ayi 
if you mark the Nighthgal one tune he's always 
playing 
Jug, jug, jug, jug, sweet is all the note she singeth, 
as when faithful lovers meet no double todgues 
they bringeth. 
As when, &c. 

All you pretty maids 
cariage 
this song is sent 
mariage, 
Vo/-. . 

adieu that are civil in your 

to you to be wary in your 

V 
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Love in a ilIaze. 

Try before you trust, be xvary in consenting, 
xvhen you are bound obey you must, for there is 
no repenting. 
When you, &c. 

London Printed for Richard turlon at the Horshoe 
in West Smitkfleld. 
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Lame»laMe la[/ad of lhe Tragica! 
end of a Gallant Lord and a Vertuous Lady, 
wigk Me ungimdy end of gheir two Children, 
wickedly 2#crformecl fiy et teaMenisk tlackamore 
Meir servanl ; lire libe never heard of. 

The Tune is, The Ladys Fall. 

In t?ome a Noble man did wed, 
a Virgin of great lame. 
A fairer creature never did 
dame nature ever frame ; 
By whom he had two Children fair, 
whose beauty did excel : 
They were their parents only joy, 
they loved them both so well. 

The Lord he loved to hunt the buck, 
the tiger and the bear: 
And still for swiftness always took 
with him a Blackamoor: 
Which Blackamoor within the wood, 
his Lord he did offend, 
For which he did him then correct, 
in hopes he should amend. 
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The day it grew unto an end, 
then homevards it did haste, 
Where with his Lady he did rest, 
until the night vas past : 
Then in the morning he did rise, 
and did his servants call; 
A hunting he provides to go, 
straight they vere ready all. 

To cause the vil the lady did 
intreat him not to go ; 
Also, good Lady, then quoth he, 
vhy art thou grieved so ? 
Content thyself I vill return 
vith speed to thee again ; 
Good Father (quoth the little Babes) 
with us here still remain. 

Farewell, dear children, I vil go, 
a fine thing for to buy : 
But there therewith nothing content, 
aloud began to cry: 
The Mother takes them by the hand, 
saying, corne go with me 
Unto the highest Towre, where 
your Father you shall see. 
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The Blackamoor perceiviv.g now 
(who then did stay behind) 
His Lord to be a hunting gone, 
began to call to mind : 
My Master he did me correct, 
my fault not being great ; 
Now of his wife l'Il be reveng'd, 
she shall not me intreat. 

The place was moted round about, 
the bridge he up did draw ; 
The gates he bolted very fast, 
of none he stood in awe : 
He up into the Tower went, 
the Lady being there : 
Who when she saw his countenance grim 
she straight began to fear. 

But now my trembllng heart it quakes 
to think what I must write ; 
My senses all begin to rail, 
my soul it doth affright : 
Yet I must make an end of this 
which her' I bave begun, 
Which will make sad the hardest heart 
before that I bave done. 
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This wretch unto the Lady went, 
and her with speed did will, 
His lust forthwith to satisfie, 
his mind for to fulfill : 
The Lady she amazed was, 
to hear the villain speak, 
Alas (quoth she) what shall I do ? 
with grief my heart will break. 

With that he took her in his arms, 
she straight for help did cry ; 
Content yourself Lad 5, (he said) 
your Husband is not nigh. 
The bridge is drawn, the gates are shut, 
therefore corne lie v«ith me, 
Or else I do protest and vow 
thy Butcher I will be. 

The chrystal tears tan down her face, 
ber children cryed amain, 
!knd sdught to help their mother dear, 
but all it was in vain : 
For that outrageous filthy Rogue, 
ber hands behind her bound, 
And then perforce with all his might, 
he threw her on the ground. 
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With that she shriekt, her children cry'd, 
and such a noise did make, 
That tovns-folks, hearilag her lainent, 
did seek their parts to take : 
But ail in vain, no vay was found 
to help the Ladies need : 
Who cried to him most piteously, 
oh help, oh help, with speed. 

Some ran into the Forest wide, 
her Lord home for to call, 
And they that lord still did lament, 
this gallant Ladies fall. 
With speed her love came panting home 
he could not enter in. 
H is Ladies cries did pierce his heart, 
to call he did begin. 

0 hold thy hand thou savage bioor, 
to hurt her do forbear, 
Or else besure if I do lire, 
wild Horses shall thee tare: 
With that the Rogue ran to the wall, 
he having had his will, 
And brought one child under his arm» 
his dcarest blood to spill, 
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The child seeing his Father there, 
to him for help did call : 
O Father help my hIother dear, 
we shall be killed all: 
Then fell the Lord upon his knee, 
and did the Moor intreat, 
To save the life of his poor child, 
whose fear as then was great. 

But this vile wretch the little child 
by both the heels did take, 
And dasht his brains against the wall, 
whilst Parents hearts did ake : 
That being done straightway he ran 
the other child to fetch, 
And pluckt it from the Mothers breast 
most like a cruel wretch. 

Within one hand a Knife he brought, 
the Child vithin the other ; 
And holding it over the wall, 
saying, thus lye shall thy lother  
With that he cut the throat of it, 
then to the Father he did call : 
To look how he that head had cut, 
and dowta the head did fall. 
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This done he threw it down the wall, 
into the more so deep, 
Which made the Father xvring his hands 
and greviously to weep. 
Then to the lady went this Rogue, 
who was near dead with fear! 
Yet this vile wretch most cruelly 
did drag ber by ber hair. 

And (?) to the very vall, 
which when the Lord did see, 
Then presently he cryed out, 
and fell upon his knee. : 
Quoth he, if thou wilt save ber life, 
whom I do love so dear ; 
I will forgive thee all is past, 
though they concern me near. 

To save her life I thee beseech, 
O save I thee pray, 
And I will grant thee what thou wilt 
demand of me this day ; 
Well, quoth the lIoor, I do regard 
the moan that thou dost make; 
If thou wilt grant me what I ask, 
I'II savc hcr for thy sake. 
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O save her life and then demand 
of me what thing thou wilt : 
Cut off thy nose, and not one drop 
of her blood shall be spilt : 
With that the Lord presently took 
a knife within his hand ; 
And then his nose he quite cut off, 
in place where he did stand. 

Now I ltave ougkt tke Ladys lire, 
tken fo the 17Ioor did call : 
Then take her, qd. this wicked Rogue, 
and down he let her fall : 
Which when her gallant Lord did see, 
his senses all did rail : 
Yet many sought to save his lire 
),et nothing could prevail. 

When as the bloor did see him dead, 
then did he laugh amain 
At them who for their gallant Lord 
and Lady did complain : 
Quoth he, I know you'll torture me, 
if that you tan me get, 
But all your threats I do hot fear, 
nor yet regard one whit. 
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Wild horses shall my body tear, 
I know il fo 3e true, 
But I'll prevent you of that pain, 
and down himself he threw : 
Too good a death for such a vretch, 
a Villian void of fear, 
And thus doth end as sad a tale, 
as ever man did hear. 

Prlnted by and for A. Milbourn, and sold by the 
Booksellers of London. 
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A Pretty Ballad of the Lord of Lorm 
and the False Steward. 

Tune is, Green Sleeves. 

It wa the worthy Lord of Z.orlt, 
he was a Lord of high degree, 
He sent his Son unto the School 
to learn some Civility. 
He learned more in one day, 
than other Children did in three : 
And thus bespake the School-master, 
to him tenderly : 
In taith you are the hanestest boy, 
as ere I blinkt on with my eye : 
I hope thu art some Easterling born, 
the Holy Ghost is with thee ; 
He said he was no Easterling born, 
the child thus answered courteously, 
My Father is the Lord of Lotit, 
and I his Son perdye. 
The schoolmaster turned round about, 
his angry mood he could not swage, 
He marvel'd the Child could speak so wise, 
he being of so tender Age. 
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He girt the Saddle to the Steed, 
the Bridle of the best gold shown, 
He took his leave of his fellows all, 
and quickly he was gone. 
And when he came to his Father dear, 
he kneeled down on his knee. 
I am corne to )'ou Father he said 
God's blessing give to me : 
Thou art welcome my son, he said, 
God's blessing I thee give : 
What tydings hast thou brought my son, 
being tome so hastlly ? 
I have brought tydings, Father, he said, 
and so liked it may be : 
There's ne'r a Doctor irt all the Realm, 
for all he goes in rich array, 
I can write him a Lesson soon, 
as learn in seven years day. 
That is good tydings, said the Lord, 
all in the place where I do stand, 
My son thou shalt into France go, 
to learn the speeches of each Land; 
Who shall go with him ? said the Lady, 
Husband xve have none but he ; 
1V[adam, he said, my head steward, 
he hath been true to me. 
She call'd the steward to an account, 
a thousand pound she gave him annon ; 
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Says good sir steward be good to my child, 
while he is far from home. 
If I be false to my young Lord, 
may God justly punish me indeed. 
And now to France they both are gone, 
and God be their good speed. 
They had not been in France land, 
not three weeks to an end, 
But meat & drink the Child got none, 
nor money în purse to spend ; 
The child ran to the River side, 
he was fain to drink the water then, 
And after followed the false steward, 
to put the child therein : 
But nay, marry, said the Child, 
--he asked mercy pittifully, 
Good steward let me have my life, 
what e're betide my body : 
Now put off thy fait Cloathing, 
and give it me anon, 
So put thee off thy silking shirt, 
with many a golden seam 
But xvhen the child xvas stript naked, 
his body as white as the Lilly flower, 
He might have been seen for his body, 
a Princes Paramour, 
He put him on an old kelter Coat, 
and Hose of the same above the knee, 
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He bid him go to the shepherd's house, 
to keep sheep on a love iovely. 
The child said, what shall bem 7 name ? 
good steward tell to me. 
Thy name shall be pem dost thou wear, 
that thy name shall be. 
The child came to the shepherd's bouse, 
and asked mercy pittifully ; 
Says, good shepherd take me in 
to keep sheep on a love lovely : 
But when the shepherd saw the child, 
he ,,vas so pleasant in the eye, 
I have no child, l'Il make thee my heir, 
thou shalt have my goods perdye. 
And then bespoke the shepherds wife, 
unto the Child so tenderly. 
Thou must take the sheep, and go to field, 
and keep them on a love lovely. 
Now let us leave taLking of the Child, 
that is keeping sheep on the love lovely, 
And we'll talk more of the false steward 
and of his false treachery. 
He bought himself three suits of Apparel, 
that a Lord might bave seem'd to worn 
He '.vent a wooing to the Dukes daughter 
and called himself the Lord of Zorn. 
The Duke he welcomed the young Lord, 
with three baked Stags anoi:. 
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If he had wist him the false Steward, 
to the devil he should have gone : 
But xvhen they xvere at supper set, 
xvith dainty delicates that were there, 
The D-uke]. said, if )'ou will wed my daughter, 
l'le give thee a thousand pound a year : 
The Lady would see the red Buck .run, 
and also for to hunt the Doe, 
And with a hundred lusty men 
the Lady did a hunting go : 
The Lady is a hunting gone 
over feanser that is so high, 
There was she aware of a shepherds boy, 
and sheep on a love lovely : 
And ever he sighed & made moan, 
& cryed out pittifully, 
lIy father is the Lord of Lorn, 
& knows not what's become of me: 
And then bespake the Lady gay, 
unto her Maid anon, 
Go fetch me hither the shepherds boy, 
xvhy maketh he all this moan ? 
But when he came before the Lady, 
he was hOt to learn his Courtesie, 
O where wast thou born, tFou bonny child 
for xvhose sake makest thou all this moan. 
lIy dearest friend Lady, he said, 
is Dead many Years agon. 
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tell me the truth, & do hOt lie, 
Knowest thou not the young Lord of 
he is corne a Wooing unto me" 
Yes forsooth, saith the child, 
I know the Lord then verily, 
The young Lord is a valiant Lord ; 
at home in lais own Country. 
H/ilWleave /hy sheep, t/zy o,, chiht, 
and co»te t)t service uuto »te . 
Yes forsooth then said the child ; 
at your bidding will I be. 
When the steward lookt upon the child, 
he bewailed him villainously, 
Where wast thou born thou vagabond 
or where is thy country ? 
Ha down, ha down, said the Lady, 
she called the steward then presently, 
Without you bear hirn more good-will, 
you get no love of me. 
Then bespoke the false Steward 
unto the Lady hastil-, 
At ,4berdina beyond the Seas 
his Father Robed thousands three. 
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U T then bespake the Lady gay, 
unto ber father courteously, 
.qaying, I have found a bonny child 
my Chamberlain tobe. " 
Not so, hot so, then said the Duke, 
for soit may hot be. 
For the Lord of Zorn that comes a wooing 
will think no good of thee nor me. 
When the Duke lookt upon the child, 
he seemed so pleasent in th eye, 
Child bccause thou loïesl t-torses well, 
my Groom of Stable thou shalt e. 
The child ply'd the Horses well, 
a twe]ve month to an end, 
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He xvas so courteous & so true, 
every man became his friend. 
He led a fair Gelding to the water, 
where he might drink verily, 
The Gelding up with his heel 
and hit the child above the eye; 
I4/o worlh thec horse, then said the child, 
that ever lllare foled lhec, 
7hou litlle kuowest what thou hast done, 
t/tou hast slr[ckcn a Lord of lçk dcgrce 
The Duke's daughter was in her garden green 
she heard the child make great moan, 
She tan to the child all weeping, 
and left her Maidens all alone ; 
Sing on thy song, thy bonny child, 
I will release thee of thou pain, 
I have ruade an Oath, Lad)', he said, 
I dare not tell my tale again. 
Tell the Horse thy tale, thou bonny child, 
and so thy Oath shall saved be, 
But when he told the Horse his talc 
the Lady wept most tenderly, 
l'll do for thee, my bonny child, 
in faith I -vill do more for thee, 
And for thy sake my bonny child, 
l'Il put my weding off months three, 
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The Lady did write a letter then, 
full pitifully with her own hand, 
She sent it to the Lord of Lorn. 
,,,'hereas he dwelt in fait Scotlaud, 
But when the Lord read the letter, 
his Lady wept most tenderly, 
I knew what would become of my child, 
in such a far Country. 
The old Lord called up his merry men, 
and all that he gave cloath and fee, 
With seven Lords by lais side, 
and into France rides he. 
The wind serv'd and they did sail 
So far into France land, 
They were ware of the Lord of Lorn, 
with a Portcrs staff in lais hand, 
The Lord they moved hat and hand, 
the serving men fell on their knee, 
What folks be yonder said the 8teward, 
that makes the Porter Courtesie ? 
Thou art a false thief, qd. the L. of Lorn, 
no longer might I bear with thee, 
By the Law of lZrauce thou shalt be judg'd 
whether it be to live or dye. 
A Quest of Lords there chosen was, 
to bench they come hastily, 
But when the Quest was ended, 
the false steward must 
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First they did him half hang, 
and then they took him down anon, 
And then they put him in boyling lead, 
& then was sodden breast and bone, 
And then bespake the Lord of Lorn, 
with many other Lords mo. 
Sir Duke if you be as willing as 
we'll have a Marriage before we go : 
These children both they did rejoyce, 
to hear the Lord his tale so ended, 
They had rather to day than to-morrow, 
so he would not be offended, 
But when the wedding ended was. 
there was delicate dainty cheer, 
l'll tell you how long the wedding did last, 
full three quarters of a year : 
Such a banquet there was wrought, 
the like was never seen, 
The K[ing]. of France brought with him then, 
a hundred tun of good red wine ; 
Five set of Musitians were to be seen, 
that never restednight nor day. 
Also Ilalians there did sing, 
full pleasantly with great joy. 
Thus have you heard how troubles great, 
unto sucessive joys did turn, 
And happy News amongst the rest, 
unto the worthy Lord of Lorn, 
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Let Rebels therefore warned be, 
how mischief once they do pretend, 
For God may surfer for a rime, 
but will disclose it at the end. 

FINIS. 

Printed by and for A.M. and sold by the Book- 
sellers of London. 
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A Louer forsaken, of his best 
Beloued. 

To an excellent new Court Tune. 

Ioy to the person of my Love 
Although that she doth me disdaine, 
Fixt are my thoughts, 
And cannot remove : 
But yet I love in vaine. 
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M Lovcrfi, rsa'cll 

Shall I lose the sight, 
Of my ioy and hearts delight. 
Or shall I cease my suit; 
Shall I strive to touch : 
Oh no, that were too much, 
She is forbidden fruit. 
Ah woe is me, 
That ever I did see 
The beauty that did me bewitch, 
But now alas I must forgoe 
The treasure I esteemd so much. 

Oh whither shall my sad heart go : 
Or whither shall I file : 
Sad eccho shall resound my plaint 
Or else alack I needs must dye. 
Shall I by ber live, 
That no lire to me will give, 
But deadly wounds my heart : 
If I flie away, 
O will she not cry stay', 
My sorrow to convert : 
Oh, no, no, no. 
She will not doe so 
But comfortlesse I must be gone ; 
But ere I goe 
To ffiend or foe, 
Ile love her, or I will love none. 
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A thousand good fortunes fall to her share 
Although she hath forsaken me, 
It fil'd my sad heart full of despaire, 
Yet ever will I constant be, 
For she is the Dame, 
My tongue shall ever name, 
For branch of modestie. 
Chast in heart and minde 
Oh were she halfe so kinde 
Then would she pitty me. 
Oh turne againe 
Be kinde as thou art faire 
And let me in thy bosome dwell, 
So I shall I gaine 
The treasure of loves paine 
Till then, my dearest Love, Farewell. 

FINIS. 

Printed by the Assignes of Thomaq Symcocke. 
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The I_,amentablc rail of Oueene hzor, 
vho for her pride and vickednesse by Gods 
iudgement, sunke into the ground at Cha,ing- 
crosse, and rose up at Queene Hive. 

To the tune of (entle anti Courteot,s. 

\Vhen Edward was in Euglaud king 
the first of all that name " 
l'roud Jlnor he ruade lais Queene, 
a stately Spanish Dame 
\\rhose wicked lire and sinfull pride 
through P,tghznd did excell 
To dainty Dames and gallant Maides, 
this Queene was knowne full well. 

She was the first that did invent 
in Coaches brave to ride, 



The Lamentale fall of Qucen Elnor. 

She was the first that brought this land 
the deadly sinne of pride, 
No English Taylor here could serve 
to make ber rich attyre ; 
But sent for Taylors into Sibaine, 
to feed ber vaine desire. 
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They brought in fashions strange and new 
with golden garments bright : 
The farthingale, and mighty cuffes, 
with gownes of rare delight. 
Our London dames in Spanish pride 
did flourish every where, 
Our English men like women then, 
did weare long locks of haire. 

Both man and childe both maid and wife, 
were drown'd in Pride of Spaine, 
And thought tl:e Spanish Tailors then 
our English men did staine : 
Whereat the Queene did much despite 
to see our Englislamen, 
In vestures clad, as brave to see 
as any Spaniard then. 
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The Lamentable fll of Queeu Elnor. 

She craud the King that every man, 
that wore long locks of haire, 
Might then be eut and powled all 
or shaven very neare. 
Whereat the King did seem content, 
and soon thereon agreed, 
And first commanded that, his owne 
should then be eut with speed, 

And after that to please his Queene, 
proclaimed through the land, 
What everie man that wore long haire, 
should powle him out of hand. 
But yet this Spaniard hot content 
to women bore a spight : 
And then requested of the King 
against all law and right. 

That everie womankinde should have 
ber right breast cut away: 
And then with burning Irons sear'd, 
the blood to stench and stay 
King Fdward then perceiving wel, 
ber spight to women kinde - 
Devi.ed soon by policy, 
to turne her bloudie minde, 
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He sent for burning irons straight, 
all sparkling hot to see : 
And said, O Queen corne on thy way, 
I will begin with thee. 
Which words did much disp]ease the Queen 
that penance to begin, 
But ask'd him pardon on her knees, 
who gave her grace therein. 

I3ut afterward they chanst to passe 
along brave London streets, 
\Vhereas the Maior of Londons wife, 
in stately sort she meets. 
With musicke, mirth and melody 
unto the Church that ,vent, 
To give God thanks that to Ld. Maior 
a Noble Sonne had sent. 

It grievcd much this spightful Queen, 
to sec that any one, 
Should so excell in mirth and joy, 
except herself alone : 
For which she often did devise, 
within her bloudy minde, 
And practised still most secretly, 
to kill that Lad), kinde. 
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Unto Lord Major ot London then, 
she sent he Letters straight, 
To send his Lady to the Court, 
upon her Grace to wait : 
But when the London Lady came 
before proud Elnor's face, 
She stript her from her rich array, 
and kept her vile and base. 

She sent her into Wales vith speed 
and kept her secret there, 
And used her still more cruelly, 
then ever man did heare : 
She ruade her wash she ruade her starch 
she ruade her drudge alway - 
She ruade her nurse up children small, 
and labour night and day. 

But this contented not th Queen, 
but shewed her more despight  
She bound this Lady to a post  
at twclve at clock at night, 
And as (poore Lad:}-) she stood bound, 
the Queen in angry mood, 
Did set two snakes unto her breast, 
that suckt away ber blood. 
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Thus died the Major of London's wife, 
most grievous for to heare : 
Which ruade the Spaniard grow more proud; 
as atter shall appear. . 
The wheat that dayly ruade her bread 
was boltcd twenty times, 
The food that fed this stately Dame, 
was boiled in costly wines. 

The water that did spryng from ground 
she would not touch at all, 
But washt ber hands with dew of heaven 
that on sweet Roses fall. 
She bathd ber body manie a time 
in fountains filled with milke, 
And every day did change attire, 
in costly Mcntan silke. 

But comming then to London backe, 
within her coach of gold, 
A tempest strange within the skies, 
this Queen did there behold " 
O1,t of which storme she could hot goe, 
but there remaind a space, 
Foure horses could hot stirre ber Coach 
a foot out of that place. 
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TAe La,nenta3le fall of Qua'n Elnor. 

A judgement surely sent from heaven, 
for shedding guiltlesse bloud, 
Upon this sinfid Queene, that slew 
the Lonclon Lady good. 
King Edward then (as wisedome wild) 
accus'd her for that deede : 
But she denied, and wisht that God 
would send his wrath with speed, 

If that upon so vile a thing" 
her heart did ever thinke, 
She wisht the ground might open wide, 
And therein she might sinke, 
With that at Charing-Crosse she sunke, 
into the ground alive, 
And after rose with life againe, 
in London at Queene-Hive. 

Where after that she languisht sore, 
full twentie daies in paine : 
At last confest the Ladies blood 
ber guilty hands did staine : 
And likewise how that by a Frier 
She had a base borne childe, 
Whose sinful lust and wickednesse, 
ber marriage bed defilde. 
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Thus you have heard the fall of pride, 
a just reward of sinne, 
For those that wil forsweare themselves, 
God's vengence daily winne. 
Beware of pride ye London Dames, 
both Wives and Maidens all, 
Beare this imprinted in your minde, 
that pride must have a fall. 
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A 

rnost notable example of an vn- 
gracious Son, who in the pride of his heart, 
denyed his owne Father, and how God for his 
offence, turned his meat into loathsome toades. 

To the tune of Lord D«rlcy. 

In searching famous Chronicles, 
I t was my chance to reade 
A worthy Story strange and true, 
whereto I tooke good heed" 
Betwixt a Fariner and his Son, 
this rare example stands, 
Which wel may more the hardest hearts 
to weepe and wring their hands. 

The Fariner in the Countrey liv'd, 
whose substance did excell ; 
He sent therefore his eldest Sonne, 
in Paris for to dwell, 
\Vhere he became a Marchant Man, 
and Trafficke great he used, 
So that he was exceeding rich, 
fill ho himsclfc abuscd. 
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For having now the World at will, 
his mind was xvholly bent 
To gaming, wine, and wantonnesse, 
till all his goods were spent. 
Yea, such excessive Riotousnesse 
by him was shewed forth, 
That he was three times more in debt 
than all his wealth was worth. 

At length his credit cleene was crackt, 
and he in Prison cast, 
And every man against him then 
did set his action fast. 
There lay he lockt in Irons strong, 
for ever and for aye, 
Unable while his life did last, 
his grievous debt to pay. 

And living in this woful case, 
his eyes with teares he spent : 
The lewdnesse of his former lire, 
too late he did repent : 
And being void of all reliefe, 
of helpe and comfort quite ; 
Unto his Father at the last, 
he thus began to write. 



Bow downe a while your heedfuleares, 
my loving Father deare ; 
And grant I pray in gracious sort, 
my piteous plaint to heare. 
Forgive the foul offences all 
of your ut3thrifty Son ; 
Which through the lewdnesse of his lire, 
hath now himselfe undone. 

O my good Father, take remorse 
on this my extreme need, 
And succour his distressed state, 
whose heart for woe doth bleed. 
In direfull dungeon here I lye, 
my feet in fetters fast: 
Whom my most cruell Creditors 
in Prison so have cast. 

Let plty therefore pierce your brest, 
and mercie move your mind : 
And to release my miserie, 
some shift, sweet Father find. 
Iy chieftest cheere is bread full browne, 
the boords my softest bed : 
And flinty stones my pillows serve 
to rcst m' troubled hcad, 
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The second Part, to thc saine Tune. 

My garments ail are worn to rags, 
my body starves vith cold : 
And crawting Vermine eats my flesh, 
most grievous to behold. 
Dear Father corne, therefore with speed, 
and r'ed me out of thrall, 
And let me hOt in Prison dye, 
sith for your helpe I call. 

The good old man no sooner had 
perus'd this written scrovle, 
But trickling teares along his cheekes 
most plenteously did rowle. 
Alas, my Sonne, my Sonne, quoth he 
in whom I joyed most, 
Thou shalt hot long in Prison be, 
whatever it me cost. 

Two hundred heads of welfead Beasts, 
he changed into gold : 
Foure hundred quarters of good Corne, 
for silver eke he sol& 
But all the same could not suf-fice, 
this hainous fact to pay, 
Till at the last constrain'd he was 
to sell his Land away. 
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Then was his Sonne released quite, 
his debt discharged cleane, 
And he likewise as well to lire, 
as he before had beene, 
Then went his loving Father home, 
who for to helpe his Sonne, 
Had sold his Living quite away, 
and eke himself undone. 

So that he lived poore and bare 
and in such extreame need, 
That many times he wanted food, 
his Hungry corps to feed. 
His Son mean time in wealth did swim 
whose substance now was such, 
That sure within the Çitie then, 
few men were found so rich. 

But as his goods did still increase, 
and riches in did slide : 
So more and more his hardened heart 
did swell in hatefull pride : 
But it fell out upon a time, 
when ten yeares woe was past, 
Unto his Sonne he did repaire 
for some reliefe at last. 
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And being come unto his house 
in very poore array : 
It chanced so that with his Sonne, 
great States should dine that day. 
The poore old man with hat in hand 
did then the Porter pray, 
To shew his Sonne that at the gate 
his Father there did stay. 

Whereat this proud disdainefull wretch, 
with taunting speeches said, 
That long agoe his Father's bones 
within the Grave were laid : 
What rascall then is that, quoth he, 
that staineth so my state ? 
I charge thee Porter presently 
to drive him from my gate. 

Which answer when the old man heard 
he was in minde dismaid : 
He wept, he wailed, he wrung his hands, 
and thus at length he said : 
O cursed wretch, and most unkind, 
and worker of my woe, 
Thou monster of humanitie, 
and eke thy Father's Eoe: 



376 .,4 most Notable Exa»le of an Unffrazious Son. 

Have I been careful of thy case, 
maintaining still thy state, 
And dost thou now so doggedly, 
inforce me from thy gate : 
And bave I wrong'd thy brethren all, 
from thrall to set thee free : 
And brought myselfe to beggars state 
and ail to succour thee ? 

Woe worth the time when first of all 
thy body I espy'd, 
Which hath in hardnesse of thy heart 
thy Fathers face deny'd. 
But now behold how God that time, 
did show a wonder great ; 
Even where his Son with all his friends 
were seded dovne to meat. 

For when the fayrest Pye was cut, 
a strange and dreadful case, 
llost ugly Toades came crawling out 
and leaped at his face. 
Then did this wretch his fault confesse 
and for his father sent, 
And for his great ingratitude, 
full sore he did repent. 
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Ail vertuous Children learne by this 
obedient hearts to show, 
And honour still your Parents deare, 
for God commanded so : 
And thinke how he did turne his meat 
to poysoned Toads indeed, 
Which did his Father's face deny, 
because he stood in need. 
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The mad-mcrry prankes of Robbin 
Good-fellow. 

To the tune of Dulcina. 

From Oberon in Fairy Land 
the King of Ghosts and shadowes there, 
Mad t?obbzn I at his command, 
am sent to view the night-sport here 
What revell rout 
I s kept about 
In every corner where I goe 
I will ore see, 
And merry be, 
And make good sport with ho ho ho. 

More swift than lightning can I flye, 
and round about this ayrie welkin soone, 
And in a minutes space descry 
each thing that's done the lIoone : 
There's not a Hag 
Nor Ghost shall wag, 
Nor cry Goblin where I do goe, 
But tV.obiu I 
Their seats will spye 
And feare them home with ho ho ho. 
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If any wanderers I meet 
that from their night sports doe trudge home, 
With counterfeiting voyce I greet, 
and cause them on with me to roame 
Through woods, through lakes, 
Through bogs, throngh brakes 
Ore bush and brier with them I goe, 
I call upon 
Them to corne on, 
And wend me laughing ho, ho, ho. 

Sometimes I meet them like a man, 
sometimes an oxe, sometimes a hound, 
And to a horse I turne me tan, 
to trip and trot about them round, 
But if to ride 
My backe they stride, 
More swift then winde away I goe, 
Ore hedge and lands, 
Through pooles and ponds, 
I whirry laughing ho, ho, ho. 

When Ladds and Lasses merry be, 
With possets and vith junkets fine, 
Unseene of all the Company, 
I eate their cates and sip their wine: 
and to make sport, 
I fart and snort, 



380 TAc )IIad-.lIer 0, P anks of Rooin Good-felloa: 

And out the candles I' doe blow, 
The maids I kisse, 
They shrieke xxho's this, 
I answer nought but ho, ho, ho. 

Yet now and then the maids to please, 
I card at midnight up their wooll : 
And while they sleep, short, fart, and fease, 
with wheele to threds their fla.xe I pull : 
I grind at Mill 
Their Malt up still, 
I dress their hemp, I spin their towe-- 
If any wake 
And would me take, 
I wend me laughing ho, ho, ho. 
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The second part to the same tune. 

When house or harth doth sluttish lie, 
I pinch the Maids there blacke & blew, 
And from the bed the bed-cloathes I 
pull off, and lay them naked to view : 
twixt sleepe and wake 
I doe them take 
And on the key cold floore them throw, 
If out they cry 
Then forth flye I 
And loudly laugh I ho, ho, ho. 

When any need to borrow ought, 
we lend them what they doe require, 
And for the use demand we nought, 
our owne is all ve doe desire : 
If to repay 
They doe delay 
Abroad amongst them then I goe, 
And nigkt by night 
I them affright 
With pinching, dreames, and ho, ho, ho. 
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When lazie queanes have naught to doe, 
but study how to cogge and lie, 
To make debate and mischiefe too. 
twixt one another secretly : 
I marke their glose 
And doe disclose 
To them that they had wronged so, 
\Vhen I have done 
I get me gone 
And leave them scolding ho, ho, ho. 

When men doe traps and engins set 
in loope-holes where the vermine creepe, 
That from their foulds and houses set 
their ducks and geese, their lambs and sheepe, 
I spy the gin 
And enter in 
And seemes a vermin taken so 
But when they there 
. approach me neare 
I leape out laughing ho, ho, iao. 

By Wels and Gils in medowes greene 
we nightly dance our heyday guise, 
And to our fairy king and queene 
wee chant our Moone-light harmonies 
When larkes 'gin sing 
Awa), we fling 
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And babes new borne steale as we goe, 
An elfe in bed 
We leave in stead, 
And wend us laughing ho. ho, ho. 

From Hag-bred gIerlins time have I 
thus nightly reveld to and fro 
And for my pranks men call me by 
the name of Robin Good-fdlow  
Fiends, ghosts, and sprites 
That haunt the nights, 
The Hags and Goblins doe me know, 
And Beldams old 
My feats bave told, 
So Vale, Uale, ho, ho, ho. 
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The Marchants Daughter of Bristow. 

lune of T/te Iaidens Ioy. 

Behold the Touch-stone of true love, 
3[audlin the Marchants daughter of Brislow 
towne, 
Whose firme affection nothing could move,-- 
Such favour beares the lovelie browne. 

A gallant youth was dwelling by, 
Which many yeeres has borne this lady great 
good will; 
Shee loved him so faythfully, 
But all ber friends withstood it still. 

The young man now, preceiving well, 
He could not get nor win the favour 
friends, 
The force of sorrow to expell, 
To view strange Countreys he in.tends. 

of her 

And now to take his last farewell 
Of his true love, his faire and constant 3laudlin, 
With musicke sweete that did excell 
He plaies under her window then. 



The Marchants Daughter of Bristow. 

Farewell quoth he, my owne true love! 
Farewell, my deere and chiefest treasure 
heart ! 
Through fort-unes spight, that false did prove, 
I am inforc't from thee to part. 

of my 

Into the land of Italy 
There I will waile and weary out my dayes in 
wo ; 
Seeing my true Love is kept from mee, 
I hold my life a mortall fo. 

Faire lristow towne, therefore, adieu,-- 
For Padua shall bec my habitation now,m 
Although my love doth lodge in thee, 
To whom alone my heart I vow. 

With trickling teares this hee did sing, 
With sighs and sobs descending from his heart 
full sore ; 
Hee said, when he his hands did wring,-- 
Farewell, sweet love, for evermore ! 

Faire ]kIaudlin, from a window nigh, 
Beholding her true Love with Musicke where hee 
stood, 
But not a word she dust reply, 
Fearing her Parents angry mood. 
VOL Il. Y 
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In teares shee spent this dolefull night, 
Wishing (though nakedl with her faithfull friend ; 
She blames her friends and fortunes spight, 
That wrought their loves such luckles end. 

And in her heart shee makes a vow 
Cleane to forsake her Countrey and her kinsfolkes 
all, 
And for to follow her truc Love, 
To hide all chances that might befall. 

The night is gone, and the day is corne, 
And in the morning very early she did rise ; 
She gets her downe in a lower roome, 
Where sundrie Sea men she espies. 

A gallant Master amongst them all-- 
The Master of a faire and goodie ship was he-- 
Who there stood waiting in the Hall, 
To speake with her Father, if it might be. 

She kindly takes him by the hand,-- 
Good sir, (said shee,) and would you speake with 
any heere : 
Quoth he, faire Maid, therefore I stand. 
Then. gentle sir, I pray you draw neere. 



Thc 3larchauls Z)aughler o] tristow. 

Into a pleasant Parlour by. 
With hand in hand shee brings the Seaman 
alone, 
Sighing to him most piteously, 
She thus to him did make her moane. 

-87 

ail 

Shee falls upon her tender knee,-- 
Good sir, "(she said,)now pittie you a womans 
woe, 
And prove a faithfull friend to me, 
That I my griefe to you may shew. 

Sith you repose your trust, he said, 
To me that ara unknowne, and eke a stranger 
heere, 
Be you assur'd, most proper, maid, 
Most faitbfull still I will appeare. 

I bave a Brother, sir, quoth shee, 
Whom as my life I love and favour tenderlie ; 
In Padua, (alas) is he, 
Full sicke, God wot, and like to die. 

And faine I would my Brother see, 
But that my Father will not yeeld to let me goe ; 
Wherefore, good sir, be good to me, 
And unto me this favour shew, 
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Some ship-boyes garments bring to mee, 
That I disguisd may goe away from hence un- 
knowne, 
And unto Sea Ile goe with thee, 
If thus much favour may be shovne. 

Faire Maid, (quoth he,) take heere my hand, 
I will fulfill each thing that you desire : 
And set you sale in that same Land, 
And in that place where you require. 

She gave him then a tender kisse, 
And saith, you servant, gallant Master, will I be 
And prove your faithfull friend for this,-- 
Sweete Master, then forget hot me. 

This done, as they had both decreed, 
Soone after (early) belote the breake of day, 
He brings her garments then with speed, 
Wherein shee doth herselfe array. 

And ere her Father did arise, 
Shee meets her Master as he walkes in the Hall; 
Shee did attend on him lifewise, 
Even till her Father did him call. 
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But ere the Merchant ruade an end 
Of all those matters to the Master hee could say, 
His wife came weeping in with speed, 
Saying, our Daughter is gone away. 

The Merchant, much amaz'd in mind, 
Yonder vile wretch entic't away my child quoth 
he ; 
But well I wot I shall him find 
At Padua in Ilaly. 

With that bespake the Master brave : 
Worshipfull bIaster, thither goes this 
youth, 
And any thing that you would have 
He will performe it, and write the truth. 

pretty 

Sweet youth, (quoth hee,) it it be so. 
Beare me a letter to the English Merchants there, 
And gold on thee I will bestow.-- 
My Daughters welfare I doe feare. 

Her Mother takes her by the hand,-- 
Faire youth, (qd she,) if there thou 
daughter see, 
Let me thereof soone understand, 
And there is twertt, Crowres for thee, 

dost my 
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Thus through the Daughters strange disguise, 
The Mother knew not when she spake unto her 
Child : 
And after her Master straight shee hies, 
Taking her leave with countenance milde. 

Thus tot, he Sea faire 3Iaudlin is g¢ne, 
With her gentle Master,--God send 
merry wind !-- 
Where wee a while must leave them alone, 
Till you the second part do find. 

them a 
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The second part T o the same tune. 

Welcome, sweete .Iaudlin, from the Sea, 
Where bitters stormes and tempests doe arise : 
The pleasant bankes of Itaty 
Wee may behold with mrtal eyes. 

Thankes, gentle Master, then quoth shee,-- 
A faithfull friend in sorrow hast thou beene ;- 
If fortune once doth smile on mee, 
My thankfull heart shall wellbee seene. 

Blest be the Land that feedesmy Love, 
Blest be that place whereas his persoa doth abide ; 
No triall will I sticke to prove, 
Whereby my true Love may be tride. 

Now will I walke, with ioyfull heart, 
To view the Town whereas my darllnge doth re- 
maine, 
And seeke him out in every part, 
Untill I doe his sight attaine. 

And I, quoth he, will not forsake 
Sweete M'az«dlin in her sorrow up and downe : 
In wealth and woe thy part Ile take, 
And brlnge thee safe to Padua towne.. 
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And, after many wearie steps, 
In Pactua they safely arrive at last ; 
For very ioy her heart it leapes,-- 
She thinkes not o1: her sorrowes past. 

Condemned to dye hee was, alas, 
Except hee would from his Religion turne : 
But rather then hee would to Masse, 
In fiery flames he vow'd to burne. 

Now doth ll[audlin weepe and waile, 
Her ioy is changd to weeping, sorow, greefe and 
care ; 
But nothing could ber plaints prevaile, 
For death alone must be his share. 

Shee walkes under the prison walls, 
Where her true love doth lie and languish 
distresse ;-- 
Most wofully for foode he calls, 
When hunger did his heart oppresse. 

tIe sighes, and sobs, and makes great moane ; 
Farwell, hee said, sweete England, now for ever- 
more ; 
And all my friends that have me knowne 
In t?ristow towne with wealth and store ! 
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But most of all, farewell, quoth hee, 
My owne true Love, sweet Mraudlin, whom I left 
behind ! 
For never more I shall see thee; 
Woe to thy Father most unkind ! 

H ow well were I, if thou wert here 
With thy fair hands to close up both these 
wretched eyes ; 
My torments easie would appeare, 
My soule with ioy should scale the skies. 

When lIaudlin heard her Lovers moane, 
Her eyes with teares, her heart with sorrow filled 
To speake with him no meanes is knowne, 
Such grevious doome on him did passe, 

Then shee cast off her lads attire, 
A Maidens weed upon her back she seemely set; 
To the Judges House shee did enquire, 
And there shee did a service get. 

She did her duty there so well, 
And eke so prudently she did herself behave,--- 
With her in love her Master fell,- 
His servants favour he doth crave. 
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«llaudlin, quoth hee, my hearts delight ! 
To whom my heart in affections is tied, 
Breed hot m t, death through thy dispight,-- 
A faithfull friend I will be tryed. 

Grant me thy love, faire maid, quoth hee, 
And at thy hands require what thou canst devise, 
And I will grant it unto thee. 
Whereby thy credit may arise. 

I have a Brother, sir, shee said, 
For his Religion ;snow condemed to Die ; 
In loathsome prison hee i:; layd, 
Opprest with greife and misery. 

Grant me lny Brothers life, shee ald, 
And to )'ou my love and liking I will glve: 
That may hOt be, quoth hee, faire maid,q 
Except he turne, he cannot lire. 

And English Frler there fs, shee sad, 
Of Learning gr-eat, and passing pure of Lire  
Let him be to my brother sent, 
And he will finish soone the strifë. 
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Her blaster hearing this request. 
The Marriner in Friers weed she did array, 
And to her Love, that lay distrest, 
Shee did a letter straight convey. 

95 

When hee had read these gentle lines, 
His heart was ravished with sudden ioy; 
Where now shee was full well hee knew, 
The Frier likewise was not coy. 

But did declare to him at large 
The enterprise his Love for him had taken in hand : 
The young man did the Frier charge, 
His Love should straight depart the Land. 

Here is no place for her, hee said, 
But woefull death and danger of her harmles lire ; 
Professing Truth I was betraid, 
And feareful flames must end my strife. 

For ere I will my Faith deny, 
And sweare myself to follow damned Antichrist» 
Ile yeeld my body for to die, 
To live in heaven with the Highest. 
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O sir, the gentle Frier said, 
For your sweete Love recant and save your wished 
lire : 
A wofull match, quoth hec, is ruade, 
Where Christ is lost, to win a Wife 

When shee had wrought ail meanes that might 
To save her friend, and that she saw it would hot 
be, 
Then of the Judge shee claimed her right 
To die the death as well as hee. 

When no perswasion would prevaile, 
Nor change her mind in anything that she had 
said, 
She was with him condemned to die, 
And for them both one tire ',vas made, 

And arme in arme, most ioyfully, 
These Lovers twaine unto the tire they did goe,-- 
The Marrincr, most faithfully, 
Was likewise partners of their woe. 

But when the Judges understood 
The faithful friendship did in them remaine, 
They saved their lires, and afterward 
To iEngland sent them home againe, 



The 2Iarcants Dau#Ater of Bristow. a97 

Now was their sorrow turned to ioy, 
And faithfull Loyers had now their hearts desire ; 
Their paines so well they did imploy, 
God granted that they did require. 

And when they were to England tome, 
And in merry A?ristow arrived at the last, 
Great ioy there was of all and some, 
That heard the dangers they had past. 

lier G«nlle 2Waster shee desired 
To 3e ber Fallter, and at l/te Ctturclt to frire/ter 
tln, 
Il was ful_fllled, as s]tee reuired, 
Unto t/te joy o] all ¢ood men. 
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The Maidens complaint of her Loves inconstancie, 
Shewing it forth in ever)degree : 
Shee being left as one forlome 
With sorrowes shee her self do adorne, 
And seernes for to lainent and mourne. 

To a delicate new tune. 



The Maidens Comlaint, --c. 

You Maids and wives, and xvoman kind, 
Give eare, and t'ou shall heare my mind, 
Wherein Ile shew most perfectly, 
A false Young-la:ans inconstance  
For whi«h I sigk, and sob, and weee, ; 
To see false men no faith can keepe. 
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I love where I have cause to hate, 
Such is my foolish fickle state, 
My time I spend in griefe and woe, 
Which, sure will be my overthrow : 
I sçh, and sob, and then doe wéepe 
For that false man no failh cau keepe. 

My Love to me doth prove untrue, 
And seemes to bid me now adieu : 
0 hatefull wretch, and most unkind, 
To beare so false and wicked mind : 
Il makes roc stk, and so$, ahd wcet'e, 
To sce fl.w mou no/atk cau kccpe. 

Hee's fled and gone, for which I .rieve, 
I wish no Maiden him belicve, 
For he with tempting speeches will 
Seeke others now for to beguile ; 
7bal they with me may sic,ch and wee, 
And s.y t/ml mot no faith can kee. 
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T,e Mazdens Com;blaint. ¢. 

Shall I be bound that may be free : 
Shall I love them that love not me ? 
Wh), soould I thus seeme to complaine ? 
I see I cannot him obtaine. 
IVhich makes me sob, and si,k, and we, 
To see than men no fail/t çan kcee. 

0 shall I weepe, or shall I sing ? 
I know not which vill fit mourning : 
If that I weepe twill bred me paine, 
If that I sing twdl ease my braine : 
Therefore Ile sigh, and sob, anM wee, 
7"o see false men no faittz tan kee. 

The Jewel's lost, the thiefe is fled. 
And I fie wounded in my bed : 
If to repent I should begin, 
They'l say twas I that let him in : 
Therefore Ile sigh, and sob, and wee, 
To see fdse men no faith can keee. 

My minde to him vas alwaies true, 
For which I now have cause to rue ; 
Would I had never seene his face, 
Nor trod the pathes of Cuhids race, 
For now I sigk, and sob, and weepe, 
To see false men w fattk can kee. 



The second Part, to the same Tune. 

What hap hath any hee r shee, 
That can but live at libertie, 
And hot be troubled as I ara, 
As by my Song you understand, 
It makes me stgk, and so3, and weee, 
To see false nen no falk can kepe. 
VoL. xI. 
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The 3laidens Cemlan, d¢ c. 

I cannot take my quiet rest, 
To think on him that I lov'd best : 
Sometimes when I doe thinke to sleepe, 
Then thought of him makes me to weep : 
I cannot dtoose, but sigh, and sob, 
7"0 lAinke of ht)n that dolh me rol. 

Tis true indeede he robbeth me, 
Of my content and libertie : 
My heart can now no comfort find 
To thinke on him that proves unkinde : 
I cannot chuse, fiut sqh, and wccjbe, 
To see false moz no failh tan bcce. 

My head doth ake, mine eyes are sore, 
And I can find no helpe therefore : 
My body's faint and I am weake, 
My tongue is tyed I cannot speake 
Yct still I sigh, and sofi, and wee, 
7"0 sce that mcu no f aith tan kee. 

My daies are short, my life's not long, 
I cannot well declare my wrong : 
Yet in some part, I here doe show, 
That you the cause hereof may know 
IVherefore I sigh, and so, and wee, 
fo see that men w ]aith ca kee. 



Tke Maidens Complain, 

His tempting eies, and smiling lookes, 
Nov seeme to me like baited hookes 
Which are but layd for to betray 
The Fish that's greedy of his prey : 
Tkerefore I sob, and sigk, and wee, 
To see Mat meu no faill can kee. 
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When first with me he came in place, 
He did me with his arms imbrace : 
He kist me on't and swore that he, 
Would never have no one but me : 
Yel nom he makes me so and weee, 
To see that men no fait] can kee. 

With words most faire he did intreat, 
Untill my favour he did get: 
But him uncertaine I doe find, 
And changing like the wavering wind : 
IVhtd makes me sik, and so, and wee, 
To see lhal men no failk tan kee. 

He vow'd to beare a faithfull mind, 
But he is otherwise inclined : 
He now doth seeme as strange to me, 
I cannot have his companie : 
l/Vhick makes me sigh, and sob, _and weeîke , 
To sec lkal ment w fail] tan keee. 
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The [aidens Comlaint, 

Thus seemes my Love to doe me vrong, 
Therefore Ile here conclude my Song : 
Ile never trust false men no more, 
Nor doe as I have done before : 
tror whz'ch I sigh, and so&, and weefie, 
To sce lhat mez no fatl]z tan kee. 

Printed at London for F. IV. dwelling at the 
Christs-Church gate. 

FINIS. 
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A mery nevv Il-ce 
Or, the pleasant wooing 
betwixt A"it and Pegge. 
To the tune of Strawberry leaues make Maidens 
faire. 

bi. WELL met faire Maid, 
my chiefest ioy. 
W. Alas blinde foole, 
dccived art thou, 
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.4 mery na, v Ii£e. 

M. I prethee sweet Pe. 
be not so coy. 
W. I scorne to fancy 
such a Cow. 

M. Thy beauty sweet Pe, C, 
hath won my heart. 
W. For shame leave off 
thy flattery. 
M. From thee I never 
meane to part. 
\V, Good lacke how thou 
canst cog and lie ! 

M. For Peggies love 
poore Ix'il will dye. 
W. In faith what colour 
then shall it be ? 
M. tn rime my constant 
heart will try. 
W. Then pluck it out, 
that I may see, 

M, My llfe I will spencl 
to doe thee good  
W. Alas good sir 
that shall hot need. 
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,4 mery new Iigge. 
For thee I will 
hOt spare my blood 
God send your Goslings 
well to speed. 
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M. Yet fain would I be 
thy wedded mate, 
W. Alas good sir I am 
already sped. 
M. What lucke had I 
to corne so late, 
W. Because thou broughtst 
a calfe from bed. 

M. 0 pitty me 
sweet P«g I thee pray, 
W. So I have done 
long time God wot. 
M. Why dost thou then 
my love denay ? 
W, Because I see 
thou art a sot. 

Printed at London for H. Gosson, 
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Now here doth follov a pleasant new Song 
Betveene two young Louers that lasted not long. 
OR, 
The second Part, to the saine Tune. 

M. Why Ich have wealth 
and treasure store 
W. And wit as small, 
as small can b, 



A mery new Itgge. 

M. A chaine of Gold 
I might have worne 
W. A Cocks-combe fitter had 
it beene for thee. 
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M. Thou lov'st the liller 
of the Glen. 
W. ,Vhat if I doe, 
what is that to thee ? 
M. I will bang the Millers 
love from him. 
And therefore wend, 
and gang with me. 

Great boast small roast 
such brags will make 
But if Tom .Iillcr 
he were nie, 
H e would bang thee well 
for Peggtes sake 
And like a Puppy 
make thee cry. 

Yet kisse me now 
for my good will 
And if my life 
thou meanst to save 
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Wo 

A mery nt'vv Itgt. 

To give a kisse 
I thinke it best, 
To rid me from 
a prating knave 

Wo 

Be packing hence 
you Rustick clowne, 
No haste but good 
I hope there be. 
Take heed lest that 
I cracke your crowne 
For bussing Pegge 
so sawcily. 

M. Nay in friendly sort 
now let us part, 
I pray thee sweet Love 
so let-it be 
W. Adue kind I(il 
with all my heart, 
I ara glad I ara rid 
of thy company. 

All you young men 
take heed by me 
That unto women 
set your minde. 



.4 mery new Iie. 

See that your Loyers 
constant be, 
Lest you be served 
in like kinde. 

Written by Valentine Hamdultun. 
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T]ze merry Carelesse Loyer" 
OR, 
A pleasant new, Ditty called, I love a Lasse since 
yesterday, And yet I cannot get ber. 

To the tune of, The Mother bezuilde the Daughter. 

Off have I heard of many men, I 
which love have sore tormented, 
With griefe of heart and bitter smart, 
and mindes much discontented. 
Such love to me shall never be 
distastefull, grievous, bittcr, 



A Merry Carlesse Loyer. 

have loved a Lasse since yesterday, 
and yet I cannot get her. 
tut let ]er chuse, if s]e refuse, 
and goe to take anotker : 
will hOt grieve, ut slill will 
the merry cardesse Loyer. 

33 

I will no foolish Loyer be, 
to waste my meanes upon her : 
But if she doe prove firme to me, 
in heart I will her honour. 
And if she scorne my part to take, 
I know a way to fit ber, 
My heart with griefe shall never ake, 
what man soever get ber. 
Then let ber chuse if she refuse, 
aut goe to take anotker, &c. 

And yet I know not what to thinke, 
she makes a shew she loves me, 
What need I feare from me she'l shrinke, 
some foolish passion mooves me, 
Sometimes to hope, sometimes to feare. 
it hangs upon a Twitter, 
Whether she hates or loves me deare, 
to lose her or to get her. 
2ut let ber «buse, if she refuse, &c. 
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 ll'erry Carlesse Loyer. 

Some women they are in firme in love, 
and some they are uncertaine, 
Scarce one in twcnty loyall prove, 
yet if it were mv fortune, 
To get this Lasse unto my wife, 
I know not one more fitter, 
In lawfull love to leade our lives, 
if t'were my hap to get ber. 
But let ber cause, &c. 

I ara a man indifferent, 
whether she will or will not 
My Sweet-heart be for to love me, 
if she do's hot, it skills not. 
If she fancy me, Ile constant be, 
this Lasse she is a K itter 
And I bave ber loved since yesterday, 
but yet I cannot get her. 
But let ber chuse, if ske re]use, 
and ffoe to take anotker, 
Ile noeer grieve, but still will fie 
lhe merry areless Loyer. 
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The second Part, to the saine Tune. 

This Lasse she doth in Yorkshire live, 
there in a Towne call'd Forset, 
Her minde to labour she doth give, 
she can knit Silke or Worset. 
I know not well what I should say, 
in speech she's sometimes bitter, 
And I bave loved her since yesterday, 
and Fer I cannot get ber. 
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A )IIerry Carlesse Loyer. 

But let ber chuse, if she refuse, 
Aul goe to take anolher, 
Ile never griae, &: ! still will be 
lhe merry carelessg Zover. 

Sometimes she will upon me smile, 
and sometimes she is sullen, 
As she doth sit, and Stockins knits, 
of Jarsie and of Wollen : 
She gets the praise above the rest, 
to be a curious Knitter : 
She loves me as she doth professe, 
and yet I cannot get her. 
ut let ber chuse, &c. 

Her Portion is not very much, 
but for the same what care I, 
So she with me will but keepe touch, 
and not in minde will vary, 
For pelle I doe not passe a straw, 
ber beauty likes me better, 
For I have her loved since yesterday, 
and yet I cannot get ber. 
ut let ber chose, &c. 

I will bethinke me what is best 
away for to be taken, 



Merry Carlesse Loyer. 

Her love to gaine, and her obtaine, 
I would not be forsaken, 
Nor would I have ber say me nay, 
nor give me speeches bitter, 
For I have her loved since yesterday, 
and yet I cannot get her. 
But let ber chuse, &c. 

37 

I have her Fathers free consent. 
that she with me should marry : 
Her Mother likexvise is content, 
and grieves that she should carry 
So proude a minde, or be unkinde 
to me in speeches bitter, 
For I beare her a loving minde, 
and yet I cannot get her. 
But let ber chuse, &c. 

With her I at a Wedding was, 
where we did dance together, 
She is a curious handsome Lasse, 
and yet like winde and weather, 
Her minde doth change, she's kinde, she's 
strange-- 
milde, gentle, cruell, bitter, 
VOL. II. AA 
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A 3rerry Carlesse Loyer. 
Yet howsoere I love her deare, 
and yet I cannot get her. 
But let ber chuse, 

Yet will I hope upon the best, 
all foolish fears excluding, 
And at ber faithful service rest, 
thus her in briefe concluding, 
With some deare friend to her Ile send, 
a kind and loving letter, 
And hope in rime her love to gaine, 
and for my Wife to get her. 
And lhen Ile sinff witk merry ckeere, 
lais Dttly attd no other, 
It ktl'st brealh dont last, ana lte be past, 
I will he a ]atlkfull Loyer. 

FINIS. 

By Robert Guy. 

Printed in London for F. Coule.'-. 
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The Merry conceited Lasse. 
Whose hearts desire was set on tire, 
A husband for to have : 
In hope that he would certainly, 
Maintaine ber fine and brave. 
To a ibleasant new Northerne lune. 

I am a young xvoman and faine I xvould have, 
le fa la tal da de fa 
A husband that will maintaine me brave, 
Tis that which my heart doth wish and crave, 
le fa la la le rai la la tal de rat d« ra da. 
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The 2lIerry Conceited Lasse. 

And if I have a husband kind, 
te fa la tal da rat de fa do. 
That gives content unto the mind, 
A courteous wife he shall me find, 
te fa la la te fa la la tal da rat de fa do. 

But if my husband forward be, 
te fa la lal da rat de fa do. 
The saine bread he doth breake for me, 
He shall eat part out presently. 
te fa la la te fa la la tal da ral de fa do. 

And if my husband use to rome. 
le fa la tal da rat de fa do. 
He shall not keepe me like a morne, 
He xvere better to stay with me at home. 
le fa la la te fa la la tal da rat de fa do. 

And if my husband keepes me bare, 
te fa la lol da rat de ra do, 
With thred bare cloathes and hungry fare. 
The worst will fall to his owne share. 
le fa la la le fa la la lal da fa rat de fa do. 

And if my husband use me well, 
le fa la lal da rat de ra do. 
Of his deserts my tongue shall tell, 
How that in love he doth excell, 
le fa la la le fa la la lal da rat de fa da. 



7"he 2J[erry Conceited Lasse. 

If he buy me new hat and gowne, 
te fa la tal da rat de fa do. 
That I ma), flaunt it up and downe, 
With some of the bravest in the towne. 
le fa la la te fa la la tal da tat de fa do. 

The second Part, to the saine Tune. 
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The J[erry Conceited Lasse. 

And if he doth abuse my naine, 
te fa la lal da rat de fa da. 
I will not greatly lais words blame, 
For I am as I like to doe the same, 
te fa la la te fa la la lal da rat de fa do. 

But if he ply the good ale pot, 
te fa la la/da rai de fa d,. 
And bave no money to pay the shott, 
But corne home ]ike a drunken sott, 
le fa la la le fa la la lal de ral de fa de 

And if he chance to bang my coat 
le ra la lai da rai de rado. 
So that he do hot hurt my throat, 
Then I will sing a pleasant note 
&" ra hl 1,1 le fa la la hil «hz  al de fa «la. 

But if he corne home fort to 1)ed, 
le fa la l,d da rat de fa do. 
I will hot strive to wrong his head, 
Though b)" the fore-top he is led 
te fa la la te fa la la tal da rat de fa do. 

And if my husband catch a fall, 
te ra la tal da 'at de fa do. 
I hope he will keepe hirn from the wall, 
Ifhe have a staffe to hold withall. 
te f'a la la l¢ va la la tal da rat de va 



The )VIerry Conceiled Lasse. 

And if my husband will be drunk 
le ra la lai da rat de ra do. 
And loves the company of a punke, 
Untill he be in liquor sunke. 
le ra la la le ra la la tal da rat de fa do. 

If any young man be weary of his life, 
te fa la lal da ral de fa do. 
Let him make choice of me for his wife 
2nd there is an end to all the strife. 
le fa la la le fa la la hd da ral de fa do. 
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L. P. 

FINIS. 

Printed at London for Thomas Lambert, at the 
signe of the Hors-shoo in Smithfield, 



The Maids .Comfort, 
OR 
The Kinde young Man, who, as many have said, 
Sweet comfort did yeeld to a Comfortless iVlaid. 
]o a leasant new tune. 

Downe in a garden sits my dearest Love, 
Her skin more white then is the Downe of Swan, 
More tender-hearted then the Turtle Dove, 
And farre more kinde then is the Pelli¢an ; 



Te Maids Comfori. 
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I courted her, she blushing, rose and said, 
Why was I borne to live and dye a Maid. 

Ifthat be ail your griefe, my Sweet, said I, 
I soone shall ease you of your care and pairie, 
Yeelding a meane to cure your miserie, 
That you no more shall cause have to complaine, 
Then be content, Sweeting, to her I said, 
Be ruled by me, thou shalt not dye a Maid. 

A Medicine for thy griefe I can procure, 
Then wayle no more (my Sweet) in discontent, 
My love to thee for ever shall endure, 
Ile give no cause whereby thou shouldst repent, 
The Match we make : for I will constant prove 
To thee my Sweeting, and my dearest Love. 

Then sigh no more, but wipe thy watry eyes, 
Be not perplext, my Honey, at the heart, 
Thy beautie doth my heart and thoughts surprise 
The yeeld me love, to end my burning smart : 
Shrinke not from me, my bonny Love, I said, 
For I have vow'd thou shall hOt dye a Maid. 

Pitty it were, so faire a one as you, 
Adorn'd with Natures chiefest Ornaments, 
Should languish thus in pairie, I tell you true, 
Yçelding in love. ail danger still prevents : 
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Tke l[aids ComJorl. 

Then seeme hOt coy, nor Love be hOt afraid, 
But yeeld to me, thou shalt hot dye a Maid. 

Yeeld me some comfort, Sweeting, I entreat, 
For I ara now tormented at the heart, 
My affection's pure, my love to thee is great, 
Which makes me thus my thoughts to thee 
part : 
I love thee deare, and shall doe evermore, 
O pitty me, for love I now implore. 

For her 1 pluckt a pretty Marigold, 
Whose leaves shut up even with the Evening 
Sunne, 
Sayng, Sweet-heart, Iooke now and doe behold 
A pretty Riddle in 't to be showne : 
Ths Leafe shut in, even like a Cloystred Nunne, 
Yet wil] it open, when it feeles the Sunne, 

What meane you by this Riddle, Sir, she said : 
I pray expound it, then he thus began : 
Women were ruade for Men, and Men for Maids : 
With that she chang'd ber colour, and lookt wan, 
Since you this Riddle to me so well bave told 
Be you my Sunne, Ile be your Marigold. 
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The second Part, to the saine Tune. 

I Gave consent, and thereto did agree 
To sport with her within that lovely Bower : 
I pleased her, and she likewise pleas'd me, 
ove foand such pleasures in a Golden Shower. 
Our Sports being ended, then she blushing, said, 
I have my wish, for now I ara no Maid. 
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The 31a/ds Coin/off. 

But Sir (quoth she) from me you must not part, 
Your companie so well I doe effect, 
My love you have, now you have woon my heart, 
Your loving selfe for ever I respect; 
Then goe not from me, gent!e Sir quoth Shee, 
Tis death to part, my gentle Love, from thee. 

The kindnesse you, good Sir, to me have showne, 
Shall never be forgot, whilst life remaines : 
Grant me thy love, and I will be thine own, 
Yeeld her reliefe that now for love complaines : 
O leave me not, to lang-uish in despaire, 
But stay with me, to case my heart of care. 

Your Marigold for ever I will be, 
Be you my Sunne, tis all I doe desire, 
Your heating Beames yeeld comfort unto me, 
My love to you is fervent and entire : 
Let yours, good Sir, I pray be so to me, 
For I hold you my chiefe felicitie, 

Content within your companie I finde, 
Yedd me some comfort, gentle Sir, I pray, 
To ease my griefe and my tormented minde ; 
lIy love is firme, and never shall decay : 
So constant still (my Sweet) Ile prove to you, 
Loyall in thoughts, m), love shall still be true, 



T/te Maids Comforl. 
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Content thyselfe (quoth he) my only Deare 
In love to thee I will remaine as pure 
As Turtle to her Mate : to thee I sweare, 
My constant love for ever shall endure : 
Then weepe no more, sweet comfort Ile thee yeeld, 
Thy beautious Face my heart hath fill'd. 

Comfort she found, and straight was made a Wife 
It was the onely thing she did desire : 
And she enjoyes a Man loves her as Life 
And will doe ever, till his date expire. 
And this for truth, report hast to me told, 
He is her Sunne, and she his Marigold. 

FINIS. 

Prinled y lac Asszgnes of TAomas Symcocke. 
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The Milke-Maids Life" 
O1, 
A pretty new Ditty, Composed and pend, 
The praise of the Milking paile to defend. 
To a curious new tune called, The Milke-maids 
Dumps. 

Vou Rurall goddesses 
that woods and fields possesse 
Assist me with your skill, 
That may direct my quill 
more jocundly to expresse 



ir'e Mile-Maids life. 

The mirth and delight, 
Both morning and night, 
on mountain or in dale, 
Of them who chuse 
This trade to use, 
And through cold dewes 
Doe never refuse 
to carry tke milking îkayle. 

The bravest Lasses gay, 
lire hOt so merry as they, 
In honest civill sort, 
They make each other sport, 
as they trudge on their way : 
Corne faire or foule weather 
They're fearefull of neither 
their courages never quaile : 
In wet and dry 
Though winds be hye 
And darke's the sky, 
They nere deny 
to carry lhe milki». ibaih'. 

Their hearts are |ree from care, 
they never will despaire : 
What ever them befall, 
The¥ bravely beare out all 
and Fortunes frowns out-dare. 

33 t 



33 

Tle Milke-Maids life. 

They pleasantly sing 
To welcome the spring 
'gaint heaven they never rayle : 
If grasse wel grow 
Their thankes they show, 
And frost or snow 
They merrily goe 
alon wil] le milking aile. 

Base idlenesse they doe scorne, 
they rise very early i'th the morn, 
And walke into the field, 
Where pretty birds doe yeeld 
brave musick on every thorn. 
The Linet and the Thrush 
Doe sing on each bush, 
and the dulcid Nightingale 
Her note doth straine 
In a jocund vaine, 
To entertaine 
That worthy traine 
w]icl carry tle Milkinaile. 
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The Second Part, to the Saine Tune. 

Their labor doth health preserve 
no Doctors rules they observe, 
While others too nice, 
In taking their advice 
look alwaies as though they would starve, 
Their meat is digested 
They nere are molested, 
no sicknesse doth them assaile : 
Their-time is spent 
In merryment, 
While limbs are bent 
They are content. 
fo carry the milking ikaile. 

Those lasses nlce and strange, 
that keep shop in the Exchange 
Sit pricking of clouts. 
And giving of flotwts, 
they seldom abroad doe range: 
Then cornes the green sicknesse, 
And changeth their likenesse, 
Voz,, u. 
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The .sIilke-2Waicls lire. 

All this is for want of good sale : 
But tis not so 
As, proofe doth show 
By them that goe 
In frost and snow 
to carry lke milkin pail. 

If they any sweet-hearts have, 
that doe their affection crave, 
Their priviledge is this, 
Which many other, misse, 
they can give the welcome brave 
With them they may walke, 
And plcasantly talke 
with a bottle of Wine or Aie: 
The gentle Cow 
Doth them allow 
As they know hov, 
God speed the plow, 
and blesse lhe «l[ilking i#ailc. 

Upon the first of .Ma:v, 
wlth garlands fresh and gay ; 
With mirth and musick sweet, 
For such a season meet 
the, passe their rime awa, : 



7 ke 21lilké-)Iaids li]e. 

They dance away sorrow 
And all the day tharow 
their legs doe never fayle : 
They nimblely 
Their feet doe ply, 
And bravely try 
The victory, 
in honour o' the milking paile. 
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If any think that I 
doe practice flattery, 
In seeking thus to raise 
The merry Milkmaid's praise 
ile to them thus reply, 
I tis their desert 
Inviteth my Art 
to study this pleasant tale, 
In their defence, 
Whose innocence 
And providence, 
Gets honest pence 
out of the milking paile. 

M. Po 

Prlnted at London for T. Lamberts. 

FINIS. 



436 

A Mad kinde of xvooing. 
Or, a Dialogue between IFill the simple, and 
the subtill, 
With their loving agreement, 

To the Tune of the new dance at the Red 
Playhouse. 

Bull 

Sweet 1Vancie I do love the deere, 
Believe me if thou can, 
And shall, I do protest and sweare, 
while thy naine is Wan. 



A Mad ktnd o/wootg. 
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I cannot court with eloquence, 
As many courtiers do : 
But I do love intirely wench, 
and must enjoy thee too. 
Spight of friends that contends 
To separate out love : 
If thou love me as I love thee, 
my minde shall nee'r remove. 

Peace goodman clowne you are to brief, 
In proffering love to me : 
And if thou use such rusticke speech, 
we two shall ne'er agree. 
Dost think my fortunes Ile forsake, 
To marry with a clowne, 
When I have choice enough to take, 
of Gallants in the towne. 
The Eatles eye doth scorne the file, 
Sheele finde a better prey : 
Therefore leave of thy dotish sute, 
away fond foole away. 
Will. 
Why prettie Aran ne're scorne my love, 
Although I be but plaine : 
Where Will doth once but set his love, 
he must not love in vaine. 
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,'I JIad kbtd al wooing. 

For all you speake so Scholler like 
And talk of Eagles eyes : 
K now I ara corne a wooing wench 
and nota catching flies, 
Then nere reply nor yet deny, 
I will not be denied : 
I would hOt have the world report, 
I twice did woe a maid. 

But twice and thrice and twentie times 
Youle wooe before you winne, 
To match with ignorance mngst maids 
is held a sottish sin 
Therefore Ile match if ere I match, 
One equall to my spirit : 
And sueh aone or else no one, 
shall my best love inherit. 
A man of wit best doth fit. 
A mayden for to take, 
Then such a man if that I can : 
my husband I will make. 

Will. 
Why/Van I hope thou dost hot take, 
Thy IVill to be a foole : 
Thou knowest my Father for tky sake» 
three yeares kept me at schoole. 



A Mad kind of woozng. 

439 

And if that thou hast spirit enough, 
To yeeld to be my joy, 
I warrant I have spirit enough, 
to get a chopping boy 
Then nere deny, yeeld and try 
Or try before you trust : 
Let who will seeke for to enjoy, 
For tVill both will & must. 
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The second Part, to the saine Tune. 

Why I have those that seek my love. 
That are too stout to yeeld : 
And rather then they'l lose my love, 
they'd win me in the field, 
Their skill in Martiall exercise, 
So much do thine surpasse, 
That shculd they here thee sue for love, 
they'd count thee but an asse, 
Then be mute, thy foolish sute 
Is all but spent in vain : 
Tis an impossibility 
thou shoudest lny love obtaine. 



,d ]gad kind of wooing. 

Will. 
Dost heare me Nan what ere he be, 
Doth challenge leve of thee, 
Ile make him like to Cuiid blinde, 
he shall have no eyes to see, 
I think I have a little skill, 
My armes be strong and tuffe : 
And I will warrant they shall serve 
to baste him well enuffe : 
If he but starts to touch thy skirts 
Or in the least offends : 
By all the hopes I have of love, 
Ile cut off his fingers ends. 
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How should I grant to fancy thee, 
Whom others do disdaine, 
If thou shouldst chance to marry me. 
how wouldst thou me maintaine : 
Thou knowest not how to use a wife, 
Thou art so homely bred : 
And soon I doubt to jealousie, 
thy fancie might be led. 
Many fears urge my eares, 
That I should careful be : 
I feare I match a crabbed peece, 
If I should marry thee. 
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t Mad kind of wooin. 

lVill. 
Nan I am plaine and cannot coy, 
Nor promise wondrous faire ; 
When ail my promises shall prove 
like castles built it'h Aaire : 
My true performance shall be all, 
My word shall be my deed, 
And honest Nan if I have thee, 
you shall have ail you need. 
Clap hands, be bold, say and hold, 
Let us make quick dispatch : 
If thou love me, as I love thee, 
weele straight make up the match. 
Nan. 
"Fhen ll'ilI here is both hand and heart, 
I le love thee till I die : 
The world may judge I match for love, 
and hOt ail for the eye. 
I had rather match a lusty youth, 
Whose strength is hOt at full, 
Then match a small weak timbred man, 
whose strength hath had _a pull. 
Maidens ail bothrgreat and small, 
That hope to marry at length, 
Do not marry for bravery : 
but unto strength adde strength. 
FINIS. 
Printed by the Assignes of Thomas Symcocke. 
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A Merry New Ballad, both 
and sweete. 

In praise of the Black-Smitlz which is 

pleasant 

very meete. 

To the Tune of Greene Sleaves &c. 

Of all the Trades that ever I see, 
There none with the Blacksmith compared 
may be, 
For with so many severall tooles Workes he, 
Whzc no&ody tan deny. 

The first that ever thunderbolt made, 
Was a C.yclops of the Blacksmiths Trade, 
As in an ancient Poet is said, 
Vhich noody tan deny. 

When thunderingly we lay about, 
The tire like lightning flasheth out, 
Which suddenly with water we doute, 
l/Vhic no&ody tan doty. 

The fairest goddesse in the skies, 
To marry with l/'ulcan did devise, 
Who was a Black-Smith grave and wise, 
Whixh nobody tan deny. 
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I merry new Balla.d, 

llIulctber to doe her all the right, 
Did build her a Tower by day and by night, 
Which after he did Hammersmith hight, 
IVhiclz uobody eau deny. 

And that no enemie might wrong her, 
He gave her a Fort, she needs no stronger 
Then in the lane of Ironmonger, 
Vhich nobody tan deny. 

Uulcan further did acquaint her, 
A pretty estate he vould appoint her, 
And leave her Seacole lane for a Joynter, 
IVhick nobody 

Smithfield he did free from durt, 
And sure he had great reason for 't  
For there he meant should keepe the Court, 
Whick no, &c. 

But after in good time and tide 
It xvas to the 131acksmith ratified, 
And given by Edward Ironside, 
IVhich nobody &c. 

Vu&an he did make a traine, 
In which the god of \Varre was slain, 
Which ever since was called Paul's chaine, 
IVhidz noody, 



In pratse of tke Blacksmitk. 

And 2Vinus bred himself much strife, 
For which he surely lost his life, 
For doting on a Blacksmith's wife, 
Whick nobody, &c. 

There is a law in merry England, 
In which the Smith hath some command, 
When any man is burnt in the hand, 
IVkick nobody, 

Banbury-ale a two-yard pot, 
The divell a Tinker dare stand to't, 
If once the tost be hissing hot, 
IVhich nobody, &c. 

The common Proverb as we read, 
That we should hit the nayle on the head, 
Without the Blackmith cannot be said, 
IVhich tobodg,, &c. 
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The second Part, to the same Tune. 

Another proverb must not be forgot, 
For it falls unto the Blacksmiths lot 
That he should strike while the Iron's hot, 
Whiot nobody tan deny. 
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.,4 nwrrv new Ballad, 

A third lies in the Blacksmiths way. 
When things are as sale as old wives say, 
We have them under locke and key 
Which no3ody, 

There's yet another which makes me laugh, 
Because the Smçth can challenge but halle, 
When things are as plaine as a pike-staffe, 
Which noody, &c. 

Another halfe to him doth belong, 
And therefore do the Smith no wrong, 
When one is held to it buckle & thong, 
Which noody, &c. 

There is one more doth seldome faile, 
When we meet with naughty Beer or Aie, 
We say it is as dead as a doore-nail, 
Which nolody, &c. 

A sullen woman needs no leech, 
Your Blacksmiths bellowes restores her speech 
And will fetch againe with winde in her breech 
IVhich noody, 

There's never a slut it filth over-smuch her, 
But owes to the Blacksmith for her lether, 
For without a paire of tongs no man wil touch her 
Whih nobody, ?,q, ¢. 



Inîrase off" the Black»uth. 
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If you cling to your friend when fortunes 
Doth make him any misfortunes feele, 
We say such a friend is as true as steele, 
tVhiclt nobody, _.c. 
Ther's that's in the Black-smiths bookes, 
Who suddenly for remedy lookes, 
When any man is off the hookes, 
lirAi.ch nobod,, Cc. 
Among the Sectaries there are those, 
That without the Blacksmith helpe do suppose 
Si. Dunstan had ne 're taRe ye divell by the 
Rose, 
IVhicl nobody, 
The roaring boy whom every one quailes, 
And nothing but fights, & sweares, & railes, 
Could never yet make ye Smith eate his nailes 
IVlffch nobody F_c. 
Though Sergeants at Law grow richer farre, 
And by their good Counsell caR end a jarre 
Yet your Blacksmith taks more paiRes at the: 
barre, 
Vhich noboby &c. 
And though lawes punish severely still 
Such as counterfeit deeds, and thereby do iii, 
Yet your Smith may forge what he will, 
t,P'hic nobody, 
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t merry new 17allad. 

Though bankrouts lye lurking in their holes, 
And laugh at their creditors and the catchpoles 
Yet the Smith can fetch them over the coales, 
IVAic]t nolody, c. 
Though playing ye Jockey is thought a fine feat 
As totrain up a horse & prescribe him his meat, 
Yet the Smith knows best how to give him a 
heate, 
V]tich nolody, c. 
Though soldiers have traveld a thousand mlles, 
And think they have all the crafts & wiles, 
Yet your Smith can sooner double his files, 
ttrAicA nolodv, &c. 
And though he hath no Commanders looke, 
Nor can brag of those he hath slain or tooke, 
Yet is he as good as ever strooke, 
lVhich noody 'c. 
Then if to know him men did deslre, 
They would hOt scorne but ranke him higher, 
For what he gets is out of the tire. 
tVhich noody, dr'c. 
Then here's a health to the Blacksmiths ail, 
And let it go round as round as a ball 
Let's us take it though it cost us a fall, 
Brhicit nobody tan deny. 
FINIS. 
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The Map of lock-begger Hall, 
with his scituation in the spacious Countrey, 
called A nywhere. 

To the tune of Il is not your JVortherne Aranny : or 
Sweel is the Lasse thal Louves Aie. 

I Reade in ancient times of yore, 
That ,rien of worthy calling 
Build aimes bouses and Spittles store, 
Which now are ail downe falling : 
And few men seeke them to repaire, 
Nor is there one among twenty, 
That for good deeds will take any cal'e, 
IVhile mock Ocggcr hall slands emply. 

Farine houses which their fathers built, 
And Land well kept by tillage, 
Their Prodigall sons bave sold for gilt, 
In every Towne and village. 
To th' City and Court they doe resort 
With gold and silver plenty, 
And there they spend their rime in sport, 
IVhtle mock beggers hall stand enty. 
Vo;,. II. ¢¢ 
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The Ala af Alack-tgg«r t-Zall. 

Young Landlords when to age they corne, 
Their rents they will be racking, 
The tenant must give a golden sure, 
Or else he is turn'd packing, 
Great fines and double rent beside. 
Or else thefl not content be, 
It is to maintain their monstrous pride, 
IFhile mock e9yer hall stazds ety. 

Their fathers went in homely frèes, 
And good plain broad cloathes breches, 
Their stockings vith the saine agrees. 
Sow'd on vith good strotlg stitchds. 
They were hot then call'd gentlemen, 
Though the.v had wealth great plenty, 
Now every gul's grovne worshipfull, 
tVhilê mock bcggers hall stands cmty. 

To gold nor silver parchment lace 
Was xvorne but by our Nobles 
Nor would the honest harmlesse face, 
Weare Ruffes with so many doubles, 
Our bands were to our shirts sowne then, 
Yet cloath vas full as plenty, 
Now one band hath more cloath than ten, 
Il'Aile mach egge» /mll stands empty, 



The 3[ap of 3Iock-&e##er IZall. 
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Now we are Apes in imitation, 
The more indeed's the pitty, 
The Country followes the City, 
And ere one fashion is knowne throughout, 
Another they will invent ye, 
Tis all your gallant's study about, 
14¢hile mock &ggers hall sland enty. 

The second Part, to the same Tune. 

Me thinks it is a great reproach, 
To those that are nobly descended, 
When lor their pleasures cannot have a Coach, 
Wherewith they might be attended, 
But every beggerly Jack and Gill 
That eat scant a good meale in twenty, 
Must thorow the streets be jolted still, 
lVhile mock &egger hall slands em@. 

There's some are rattled thorow the streets, 
lro&alum esl, I tell it, 
Whose names are wrapt in parchment sheets» 
It grieve their hearta to spell it, 



The «II, of ,llock-b«ger ttall. 

They are not able two men tu keepe, 
With a Coachman they must content be, 
Which at playhouse doores in his box lies asleep 
IVhile uock be%rer hall stand 

Our Gentlewomen whose meanes is nothing 
To that which they make shew of, 
lIust use all the fashions in their cloathing, 
Which they can heare or know of, 
They take much care themselves to decke, 
That money is oft so scanty, 
The belly is forc'd to complaine of the backe, 
IVhile mock eggcr st«nds 

It may well be that some will muse, 
Wherefore in this relation, 
The naine of Mock begger I doe use, 
Without any explanation, 
To cleare which doubt before I end, 
Because they shall ail content be, 
To shew the meaning I doe intend 
OJ mock egger hall still empty. 

Some Gentlemen and Citizens bave 
In divers eminent places. 
Erected houses rich and brave, 
Which stood for the owners graces, 



TI« Mzp oJ M'o«oe-«gg Hall. 

453 

Let any poorc to such a doorc 
Come, they expecting plenty, 
They there may ask till their throats are sore, 
For moc beoeoeer hall shmts e»pt,. 

Thus in these times we can perceive 
Small charity comfort yielding, 
For pride doth men of grace bereave, 
Not onely in clothes but in building. 
Man makes the senseless strnes and bricks, 
Which by hcavens goodness lent be, 
Expresse his pride by these vaine tricks, 
1rot mcck 3e,çcr hall slands 

Printed at I.ondon for Richard Haer, neere to the 
Hospital gate in Smithfield. 

FINIS. 
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A Merry Jest of Iohn Tomson and Jakaman his 
wife : 
Whose jealousie was justly the cause of ail their 
strife. 

To the Tune of Pegge of Ramsey. 

When I was a Batchelour 
I liv'd a merry life ; 
But now I am a married man, 
and troubled with a wife 



.,4 Mérry .Test, &«. 

I cannot doe as I bave done, 
because I live in feare : 
If I goe but to lslington 
my wife is watching there. 
Give me my j'ellow hase againe, 
give me my yellow hase : 
For note »0' wife she watcheth »te, 
see yonder where she £oes. 

But vhen I was a prentice bound, 
and my lndentures made; 
In many faults I have beene round, 
yet never thus afraid, 
For if I chance now by the way, 
a woman for to kisse ; 
The test are ready for to say, 
thy wife shall know of this. 
Giz,e me my yellow hase, &c. 

Thus when I came in Company, 
I passe my mlrth in feare ; 
For one or other merrily, 
will say my wife is there. 
And then my look dooth make them laugh, 
to see my woefull case : 
How I stand like ohn hold my staffe, 
and dare not show my face. 
Give me my yellow hose, &c. 
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A rry 7est of 

Then cornes a handsome woman in, 
and shakes me by the hand : 
But how my wife she did begin, 
now you shall understand, 
Faire dame (quoth she) why dost thou so, 
he gave his hand to me : 
And thou shalt know before thou goe, 
he is no man for thee. 
Give vw my ellow kose, &c. 

Good wife (quoth she) now doe not scould, 
I will not so no more : 
I thought I might have been so bolde, 
I knowing him before, 
With that my wife was almost mad, 
yet many did intreat her : 
But I, God knowes, was very sad, 
for feare she would have beat her. 
Give me my ydlow kose, &c. 

Thus marriage is no enterprise, 
experience doth show ; 
But scolding is no exercise, 
that married men doe know, 



For ail this vhile there was no bloves, 
)'et still their tongues xvas talking " 
And very faine vould yellow hose, 
have had her fists a walkinz. 
Gt'e me my yellow, &c. 
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In cornes a neighbour of our towne, 
an honest man, God wot: 
And he must needes goe sit him downe, 
and call in for his pot ; 
And said to me, I am the man, 
which gave to you your wife ; 
And I will doe the best I can, 
to mend this wicked lire. 
Give me my yellov., hose aaine, 
ive me mv yellow hose : 
'or now my wife site watchelh me, 
see onder where she ffoes. 
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The second Part, to the saine Tune. 

I gave him thankes and bad him goe, 
and so he did indeed ; 
And told my wife she ",vas a shrow, 
but that was more then need, 
Saith he thou hast an honest man, 
and one that loves thee well : 
Said she you are a foole good sir, 
Its more than you can tell. 
Gtve me my ydlow kose, &c. 

And yet in truth he loveth me, 
but many more beside : 
And I may say good sir to thee, 
that cannot I abide. 



A Itlerry es, o'c. 

For though he loves me as his lire, 
yet now sir wot you what : 
They say he loves his neighbours wife, 
I pray you how like you that. 
Give me my yellow hose, &c. 
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Saith he I hope I never shall, 
seeke fancy fond to follow : 
For love is lawfull unto all, 
except it be too yellow. 
Which lyeth like the Jaundies so, 
in these our womens faces : 
That watch their husbands where they go, 
and hunt them out in places. 
Give »te my yellow hose, &c. 

Now comes my Neighbours wife apace, 
to talke a xvord or txvo : 
My wife then meets her face to face. 
and saith dame is it )-ou, 
That makes so much of my good man, 
as if he were your owne ? 
Then clamp as closely as you can, 
I know it will be knowne. 
Give me my yellow hose, &c. 
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Now when I saw the woman gone, 
I call'd my wife aside, 
And said why art thou such aone, 
that thou canst not abide 
A woman for to talke with mec, 
this is a wofull case ; 
That I must keepe no company. 
except you be in place. 

This maketh Batchelers to wooe, 
sa long before they wed : 
Because they heare that women no,v, 
wtll be their Husbands head, 
And seven yeare long I taried, 
for Jakaman my wife : 
But now that I am married, 
I ara weary of my lire. 
Give me my ydlow hase, &c. 

For yellow love is too too bad, 
without all wit or pollicie ; 
And too much love hath ruade her mad, 
and fill'd her full of jelousie. 
Shee thinkes I am in love with those, 
I speake to passing by : 
That makes her weare the yellow hase, 
I gave her for to dye. 
Give me my yellow /rose, &c. 



Iohn Tomson and .ïrakaman. 
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But now I see thee is so hot, 
and lives so much at ease ; 
I will goe get a Souldiers coate, 
and sayle beyond the Seas. 
To serve my Captain where & whan, 
though it be to my paine : 
Thus farewell gentle Jakaman, 
till we two meet againe. 
Give me my yellow hose, &c. 

Quoth shee good husband doe not deale, 
thus hardly now with me, 
And of a truth I will reveale, 
my cause of jealousie ; 
You know I alwaies paid the score, 
you put me still in trust ; 
I saved twenty pound and more, 
confesse it needes I must, 
Give me m yellow hose, &c. 

But now my saving of the same, 
for ought that I doe know - 
Made Jealousie to tire ber frame, 
to weave this web of woe : 
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A AIerry yest, dec. 
And thus this foolish love of mine, 
was very fondly bent: 
But now my gold and goods are thine, 
good husband be content. 
Give me my yellow twse, &c. 

And thus to leade my lire anew, 
I fully now purpose : 
That thou maist change thy coat of blew, 
and I my yellow hose. 
This being done out Countrey wives 
may warning take by me, 
How they doe lire such jealous lires, 
as I bave done with thee. 
Give me my yellow Aose againe, 
gzve me my ydlow hose " 
For now my wift she watcheth me, 
see yonder wkere sac goes. 

FINIS. 

Imprinted at London for Edward Vrri¢ht. 



463 

The Merry Cuckold, 

Who frolickly taking what chance doth befall, 
I s very well pleased with his Wife, Hornes and ail. 

To the tune of, The Merry Cuckold. 

You Married Men 
whom Fate hath essign'd. 
To Marry vith them 
that are too much kind, 
Learn as I do, 
to beare with your wives, 
Ail you that doe so, 
shall live merry lives. 

I have a Wife 
so wanton and so free, 
That she as her lire 
loves one besides me, 
What if she doe, 
I care hot a pin, 
Abroad I will goe, 
When my rivall cornes in, 
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Tke A[erry Cuckold. 

I can be merry 
and drinke away care, 
With Claret and Sherry 
and delicate fare. 
My Wife has a Trade, 
that will maintain me, 
What though it be said, 
That a cuckold I be. 

While she at home 
is taking her pleasure, 
Abroad I do rome, 
consuming her treasure. 
Of all that she gets 
I share a good share, 
She pays ail my debts, 
then for what should I care. 

She keepes me brave, 
and gallant in clothing, 
AI1 things I have, 
I do want for nothing 
Therefore I connive, 
and winke at her faults, 
And daily I strive, 
against jealous assaults. 



The AIerry Cuckoht. 

While for small gaines : 
My neighbors worke hard, 
I live (by ber meanes) 
and never regard, 
The troubles and cares 
that belong to this lire, 
I spend what few dares : 
gramercy good Wife. 
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Should I be jealous, 
as other man are, 
My breath like to bellowes, 
The tire of care, 
Would blow and augment, 
therefore I thinke it best, 
To be v¢ell content. 
though I were Vulcan's crest. 

Many a time 
uæbraided I ara, 
Some say I must dine, 
at the Bull or the Ramms : 
Those that do ieere 
cannot do as I may, 
In Wine, Ale and Beere, 
spend a noble a day. 

DD 
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The second Part, To the Saine Tune. 

I by experience 
rightly to know: 
That no strife or variance 
(causes of woe) 
Can make a wife 
so bent to live chast, 
Thou in stead of strife, 
let patience be plac't. 

If a man had 
ail Argots his eyes, 
A wife that is bad, 
xvill something twise, 
To gull him to's face, 
then what bootes mistrust. 
The Hornes to disgrace, 
though weare it I must. 

Ile be content 
with this my hard chance, 
And in merryment 
my hand Ile advance. 
Wishing I were 
but as rich as some men, 
Whose wives chast appeare, 
yet they'l kisse now and then. 



The iPl'err Cuckolcl. 

One trying to me, 
a great comfort is, 
Still quiet is she, 
though I do amisse, 
She dares do no other 
because she knowes well, 
That gently I smoother. 
what most men would tell. 
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If I should rave, 
her minde would hot alter 
Her swing she will have 
though't be in a halter. 
Then sith what I get 
good gaines by her vice, 
I will not her.let, 
but take share of the price. 

Why should I vexe, 
and pine in despaire, 
I know that her sexe, 
are all brittle ware, 
And he that gets one 
that constant abides, 
Obtaines that which none, 
or but fev have besides. 
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2 he AIcrry Cuckohl. 

Yct will I not, 
accuse my wife, 
For nothing is got, 
by railing, but strife. 
I set my own sente. 
intending no wrong, 
No Cuckold nor Queane 
will tare for this song. 

But a Merry Wife, 
that's honest 1 know it, 
As deare as her life, 
will sure love the Poet : 
And he that's no Cuckold 
in Country or City, 
However if lucke hold, 
will buy this our Ditty. 

FINIS. 

Printed by the Assignes of Thomas Symcock. 
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A Messe of good Fellows : 

or, 

The generous spark who roundly, 
doth call, and sayes for his part, 
Tush, ",ve have and shall have abundance, 
Corne fill us the other od quart. 

To the tune of Raffged and tome. 

Well met my joviall blades, 
Tom, Anthony, Dick, & James, 
We have been all mer«y Comrades, 
as all our acquaintance proclaims : 
Now sith we are all met here, 
Wee'l be merry be/ore we goe, 
For paying let's never feare, 
our credit is good we know. 
Here's 4 or rive shillin.gs good round che; 
Ile spend them belote we part, 
Tus/t, we Aave ' sltall ltave aundan«e, 
come flll us t/u otAer od cuart. 

Wee'l laugh and make good sport, 
and cry a fig for care, 
What though our means grows shortj 
th world has enough to spar  



4o 

M'esse of good Fellows. 

When either of us was borne, 
we had as much wealth about us 
As those that be rich (Ile be sworne) 
why then should they jeer and flout us ? 
& though they have since got ground on's 
it doth hOt much grieve my heart : 
Tusk, we kave, &c. 

Let's sing and make a noise, 
as best the time befits, 
Wee shew ourseives merry good boyes, 
when thê World is beside her wits : 
The Usurer with all his bags, 
is hOt so content in mind, 
As honest good feliows in rags, 
that are to each other kind. 
Our hearts are ail perfect & sound ones. 
we scorn from our friends to start, 
Tush, we bave and shall bave aundance, 
Come flll us the oth«r od fuart. 

The Mizer doth daily plod 
how he may his riches increase 
He maktth his gold his God, 
but we live at better heart» ease : 



t Iesse of good Fellows. 
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Let fortune frowne or smile, 
we do hOt for that much passe, 
The world shall not us beguile, 
with her prospective glasse, 
If poverty seeke to wound ,s, 
wee'l cure 't with the Vintners art, 
Tusk, we bave, &e. 

He that doth injoy his health, 
and a competant meanes withall, 
What need he to pine for wealth, 
but take what to him doth befall ; 
contented mind is worth gold, 
itis but a folly to strive 
We all were at first of one mould, 
yet all are hot borne to thrive, 
Then let no ill thoughts confound us, 
let every one bear a good heart, 
7"ush, we kaw and skall bave aundance» 
Gome flll us l/te o/ber od fuarl. 
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The Second Part, to the Saine Tune. 

We scorn to spend mony on queanes, 
though sometimes we hunt the fox, 
For he that so wasteth his means, 
at last vill be paid with his p. 
No surgeon nor any Physitian, 
for money their aid shall lend us, 
When drinking hath chang'd our condition 
a hair o'th old dog will mend us, 
Grim sorrow can never wound us, 
with maketh curmudjeans to smart, 
Tusk, we bave, and shall bave a6undance, 
Come fill us lhe olher ad quarL 

Tis better far to be poore, 
and have a contented mind, 
Then to have abundance of store, 
and with it no rest can find ; 
The covetous man is hOt rich, 
he never is satisfied, 
His mony doth him bewiteh 
he thinks upon nothing beside : 
Such puddles shall never drowne us 
wee'l be well content with our part. 
7ush we kave &c, 



Messe o f ood Fellows, 

Some idle companions there be, 
that rather then they will worke, 
Upon such good fellows as we, 
the Rascals will lire by the shirk, 
At last they are tane in the nick, 
(for cheating can nere corne to good) 
And then they are taught a fine trick, 
to look through a piece of wood : 
And oftentimes when they are found thus 
with pain they do follow the cart. 
Tuslt, w bave, &c. 

He that hath a generous mind, 
will take any laudable course, 
What fortune to him hath assignd, 
he takes it for better for worse : 
And to recreate his senses, 
when labour hath tarte off the edge, 
They weigh hOt a little expenses, 
each other like us they will pledge. 
Let our hearts be true and sound ones 
tho fortune out meanings doth thwart. 
Tush, (ve kave, &c. 

Such merry vagaries weel play, 
when liquor hath captiv'd out wlts, 
We thinke not how hard the next day 
we must work for these mad mery fits : 
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,4 Icsse of good Fcllows 

Yet weel neyther quarrell nor chide, 
as fools in these humours do use, 
Such folly wee cannot abide, 
if any way we can chuse,  
And if any man seek to wrong us, 
wêel one take anothers part. 
Tush, we bave, &c. 

But amongst ail our mery cheare, 
t'were pity of ail our lives, 
If ail the while wee are here, 
wee neglect to drink to our wives. 
Faith that was remembred well, 
tis better at last then never 
Though my share doe the rest excell, 
it shall go about howsoever. 
Now lest too much liquor shold drown us 
let's know what's oth score & depart, 
Tush, we haro, anct shall ]tare abundance, 
Come give us the other ad uart. 

M, Po 

FINIS. 

Printed for T}zomas Lam&ert neare the Hospitall. 
gate in Smithfield. 
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Mondayes Worke 
or 
The two honest neighbours both birds of a feather 
Who are at the Ale-house both merry together. 

To the tune of ! oe my kostess money. 

Good morrow neighbour Gam3le, 
Corne let you and I goe ramble, 
Last night I was shot 
Through the braines with a Pot, 
and now my stomacke doth wamble 
Your Possetts and your Caudles, 
Are fit for babes in Cradles : 
A piece of salt Hogge, 
And a haire of the old Dogge 
is food to cure out drunken Noddles. 
Corne hither mine Itost, corne Ait]ter, 
ttere's two Mrds o a f eather, 
Con.,.e hither mine Host 
lI'ith a Pot and a Tost, 
nd let us be merry togetAer. 
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lff onclayes Vorke. 

I rose in the morning early, 
To take this Juice of barly, 
But if my wife rone 
Knew where I were gone, 
shee'd call me to a Parley 
1V[y bones I doe hot favour, 
But honestly doe labour : 
But when I am out, 
I must make a mad bout 
corne here's halle a pot to thee neighbour, 
Corne kitter, :0«. 

Gramarcy neighbour inkin, 
I see thou lovest no shrinking, 
And I for my part, 
From thee will hOt start, 
eome fill us a little more drinke in. 
l'th weeke we aske but one day, 
And that's next after Sunday, 
Our custome wee'le hold, 
Although our Wives scold, 
the Mault-man cornes a Monday, 
Corne iter, 

Corne let's have our Liquor about us, 
Mine Host doe not misdoubt us, 



.lIondayes IKorkc. 
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Yet if we should call, 
And pay none at all, 
you were better be without us : 
But we are no such fellowes, 
Though some in clothes excel! us, 
And yet have no coyne, 
For Liquor to J oyne, 
)'et we have both whites and yellowes. 
Corne hither, &c. 

We scorne those rooking Rorers, 
That are such common scorers, 
No coyne they can spare 
Because they are 
such Dicers and such Whorers : 
But we doe hate such doing, 
Weele waste no meanes in wooing, 
Yet such as they be 
Make you thinke that we 
will not pay what is owing. 
Corne kiiher rnine Hosi, corne kitker, 
tterds two &rds oJ  a featAer, 
Corne hither mine IIost 
lVitk a Pot and a Tost, 
and let us &e merry together. 
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The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 

Come ply your worke my Masters, 
Let us not be time wasters, 
To worke or play 
Very hard (as some say) 
is a signe of good fore-casters. 
Much prate to me is loathing, 
To cumber the house for nothing, 
I hate a long tale, 
Give me some more Aie, 
which is meate, drinke, and cloathing, 
Corne kilher mine itosl, corne hilher, 
Here' s lwo birds oJ a feather, 
Corne ]tither mine Host, 
IVitk a Pot and a Tost, 
attd let us be merr, togettter. 

If wicked 14Zill the Weaver, 
Or True the Taylor either, 
Where here with us now, 
To part we knew hot how, 
till we were drunke together : 
Or 7"om the neate Shoomaker, 
Or Kit the J oviall Baker, 



«l[ondayes lVorke. 

Il any one of these 
Corne hither and see's, 
with us heele be a Partaker. 
Corne hilker mine ]-fost, corne kilher, 
]-lere's two 3irds o/ a fealher, 
Conte kitAter mbte Hosl 
IUith a Pot and a Tost, 
and let us &e merry togeth«r. 
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But sith there is no more here 
\Veele say as we did before here, 
Between us weele call, 
And pay for it all, 
for we scorne to goe on the score here, 
Let's take off our Liquor roundly 
And though we doe drinke soundly, 
Out humour is such, 
Weele not drinke so much, 
untill we both on the ground lye. 
Corne kit/ter mbte t-[osl, co»te kitAter, 
Iterds two &irds o fa ]eather, 
Corne hilhe mine Host, 
ll'illt a Pot and a Tosl 
and let 2ts 3ê merr 3, toffether. 

Now lest our Wives should find us, 
Tis fit we should look behind us, 
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J71oud, o,es 

Lets see what is done, 
Then pay and be gone, 
as honesty hath assign'd us. 
Tis strong Aie I conceive it, 
Tis good in tigae to leave it, 
Or else it will make, 
Our foreheads to ake, 
ris vanity to out brave it. 
Corne hither mine lost, corne hitIt«r, 
I-Iere's two birds of a feather, 
Come hit/ter mine t]ost 
tVith a Pot and a Tost, 
and let us be merry togetker. 

FINIS. 

London Printed for F. Grove. 
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The Mad llan's M orris, 

Wherin you shall finde, 
His trouble and grief and discontent of his minde, 
A warning to yong men to have a care, 
How they in love intangled are. 

To a pleasant new Tune. 

Heard you not lately of a man, 
That went beside his wits, 



48o 

The 31rad 3Ian's 3Iorrts. 

And naked through the streets he tan, 
Wrapt in his frantick fits ? 
My honest neighbours it is I, 
Hark how the people flout me: 
See where the mad man comes they cry, 
With all the Boyes about me. 

Into a pond stark nak'd I ran 
And cast my clothes away Sir, 
Without the help of any man 
Made shift to run away Sir, 
How I got out, I have forgot, 
I do not well remember, 
Or whether it was cold or hot, 
In June, or in December. 

Tom ]edlam's but a Sage to me, 
I speak in sober sadnesse, 
For more strange visions do I sec, 
Then he in all his madnesse. 
When first this chance to me befell, 
About the market walkt I. 
With Capons feathers in my cap, 
And to myself thus talkt I. 

Did you not see my Love of late, 
Like Titan in her glory ? 
Do )ou not know she is my mate, 
And I must write her story, 



.4 ]hrad ]hran's ]hrorris. 

With pen of gold on silver leafe, 
I will so much befriend her ; 
For why, I ara of this belief, 
None can so well commend her. 
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Saw you not Angels in her eyes, 
While that she was a speaking, 
Smelt you not smels like Paradise, 
Between two Rubies breaking ? 
Is not her hair more pure then gold, 
Or finest Spiders spinning ? 
Me thinks, in her I do behold, 
My joys and woes beginning. 

Is hOt a dimple in her cheek 
Each eye a star thats starting, 
Is hOt all glace install'd in ber, 
Each step all joys imparting ? 
Me thinks, I see her in a Cloud, 
With graces round about her : 
To them I cry and call alowd 
I cannot live without her : 
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The Second Part, to the Same Tune. 

Then raging towards the Skie I roze, 
Thinking to catch her hand, 
0 then to love I call and cry, 
To let me by her stand, 
I look behind and there I see 
My shadow me beguile. 
And wish she were as ner to mèe, 
Which makes my v¢orship stalle. 



A )d 2Ian's 3Iorris. 

There is no creature can compare 
With my beloved Nancy, 
Thus I build castles in the aire, 
This is the fruits of fancy : 
My thoughts mount high above the Skie, 
Of none I stand in aw, 
Although my body here do lie 
Upon a pad of straw. 
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I was as good a harmlesse youth 
Before base Cz¢id caught me, 
Or his own mother with her charms 
Into this cage had brought me, 
Stript and whipt now must I be 
In Bedlam bound with chains : 
Good people all, now you may see 
What love hath for his pains. 

When I was yong as others are 
With Gallants I did flourish, 
O then was I the properest Lad, 
That was in all the Parish | 
The bracelets which I us'd to weare 
About my arme so tender 
Are turned now to iron plates, 
About m}, body slender, 
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,4 11Iad Man' s M'orris. 

My silken Sutes do now decay, 
My caps of gold are varnisht 
And all my friends do wear away 
As I from them were banisht, 
My silver cups are turn'd to earth, 
I'm feer'd by every Clown 
I was a better man by birth, 
Till Fortune cast me down. 

I'm out of frame and tc_mper too, 
Though I ara something chêerfull, 
O this can love and fancy do, 
If that you be hot carefull ! 
O set a watch before your eyes, 
Lest they betray your heart, 
And make you slaves to vanities, 
To act a mad mans part. 

Declare this to each mothers sonne 
U nto each honest Lad, 
Let them hot do as I have done, 
Lest the' like me grow mad, 
If Cid strike, be sure of tlaisj 
Let reason rule affection, 
So shalt thou never do ataisse 
By reasons good direction. 



)Il'ad Man's lrorris. 

I have no more to say to you, 
My keeper now doth chide me, 
Now must I bid you all adew, 
God knows what will betide, 
To picking straws now must I go 
My time in Bedlam spending,  
Good folks you your beginning know 
But do hot known your ending. 
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Humfrey Crowch. F I N I S. 

Lo.o.',', Printe:l for Richard tIarper in Smithfield. 
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A M erry Dialogue betwixt a Married 
man and his wife. 
Concerning the affaires of this carefull lire. 
To an excellent Tune. 

I have for ail good Wives a Song, 
I doe lainent the womans wrong, 
And doe pittie them with my heart, 
to think upon the womens smart, 
Their labour's great and full of paine 
YCt for th tmt th¢, htvt mill gaint, 



A Merry Z)ialogue, 

In that you say cannot be true, 
for men doe take more paines then y¢,u, 
We toile, we molle, xve grieve and care, 
when you sit on stoole or chaire, 
Yet let us do all what we can, 
your tongues will get the upper hand. 
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We women in the morning rise, 
as soone as day breaks in the skies, 
And then to please you with desire, 
the first ve doe, is, make a tire, 
Then other worke we straight begin, 
to sweep the house, to tard, or spin, 

Wh,.' men doe worke, at Plough and Cart, 
vhich soone would break a woman's hart: 
They sow, they mow, and reape the corne, 
and many times doe weare the horne. 
In praise of wives speake you no more, 
for these were lies you told before. 

We women here doe beare the blame, 
but men vould seeme to have the lame: 
But trust me, I will never yeeld, 
my tongues mine owne, I thereon build, 
Men may not in this case compare 
with womcn for thcir toylc and cm'e. 
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I 3Ierry )ialogue, &c. 

Fie, idle women how )'ou prate, 
tis men that get you ail your state, 
You know tis true in what I say, 
therefore you must give men the way, 
And hOt presume to grow too hie, 
your speeches are not worth a fly. 

¥ou men could not tell how to shift, 
if you of women were bereft, 
We wash your cloathes, & dresse your diet, 
and ail to keep your mindes in quiet, 
Out work's nor done at morne nor night, 
to pleasure men is our delight. 

Women are called a house of care : 
they bring poore men unto dispaire, 
That man is blest that hath hot bin 
injured by a womans sin. 
They'l cause a man, if heele give way, 
to bring him to his lires decay, 
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The Second Part to the Saine Tune. 

If we poore women were as bad 
as men report being drunk or madj 
Wc might compare with many menj 
and courir our selves as bad as thern, 
Some oft are drunk and beat their wivesj 
and make them weary of their lives, 
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A AIerry Dialogue 3ewix 

Why, woman they must rule their tongues 
that bring them to so many wrongs, 
Sometimes their husbands to disgrace, 
they'll call him knave and rogue to's face 
Nay, worse then that they'l tell him plain, 
his will he shall hot well obtaine. 

We women in childbed take great care, 
I hope the like sorrow v«il fal to your share, 
Then would you thinke of womans smart, 
and seeme to pity them with your heart. 
So many things to us belong, 
we oftentimes doe surfer wrong. 

Though )'ou in childbed bide some paine, 
your Babes renue your joyes againe, 
Your Gossips cornes unto your joy, 
and say, God blesse your little Boy. 
They say, the childe is like, the Dad 
when he but little share in't had. 

You talke like an asse you are a Cuckoldly fool 
Ill break thy head with a 3 legd stool 
Will you poore Women thus abuse : 
our tongues and hands we need to use. 
You say our tongues do make men fight, 
our hands must serve to do us right. 



a )VZarried man and his wfe. 

49  

Then I to you must give the way, 
and yeeld to women in what they say, 
All you that are to chuse a wife, 
be carefull of it as your life. 
You see that women will not yeeld, 
in any thing to be compeld. 

You Maides, I speake the like of you, 
there's many dangers doe ensue : 
But howsoever fortunes serve, 
see that my rulers you doe observe, 
If men once have the upper hand, 
they'll keepe you downe do what you can. 

I will hot seeme to urge no more, 
good wives, what I did say before, 
Was for your good, and so it take, 
I love all women for my wives sake, 
And I pray you when )'ou are sick and die 
call at my house and take my wife awy. 

Well come sweet heart let us agree, 
content, sweet wife so let it be, 
Where man and wife doth lire at hate, 
the curse of God hangs ore the gate, 
But I will love thee as my life, 
as every man should love his wife. 

Printed by the Assignes of THols 
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The Merry Old Woman : 
OR 
This is a good Old Woman, 
This is a merry Old Woman, 
Her counsell is good Ile warrant, 
For she doth wish ill to no man. 

To the tune, This is my Grannan's Z?eedle. 

Come hither, good-fellowes, come hither, 
Good counsell.if you will learne it, 



TAe ]hrerry old Womon, 

I heare in a Song will shew it, 
If you have but wit to discerne it. 
0 lais i« a ffood old I4/'oman, 
0 lais is a merr old Æoman, 
lier counsell is good Ile warranl, 
For she dotA wisk ill to no man. 
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He that doth woo a Maiden, 
Must use sometimes to flatter, 
And he that would woo a Widdow, 
Must seriously speake good matter. 
0 lais is a go:d old IVoman, &c. 

He that would have a Woman 
Officious unto his humour 
Must alwaies be loving unto her. 
And be no vaine consumer. 
0 lais is a ¢ood old IUoman, &c. 

She that would please her Parents, 
lust her affections bridle, 
And still have a care however, 
To shun all company idle. 
0 thts is a good old IVoman, &c. 

And she that would have a Husband, 
Merry to sing, with a fadding, 



494 

TAe )IIerry old Vroman. 

No cause of distaste must give him 
Abroad for to goe gadding. 
0 lhis is a good old Woman, &c. 

He that would gaine true honour, 
Must hate to be a coward : 
And he that would live in quiet, 
Must marry no Widdow that's forward, 
0 this is a good old IVoman, &c. 

And he that would eate, must labour, 
And carefully follow his calling, 
And that a Scold doth marry, 
Shee'l vex him all day with her brawling. 
0 this is a ood old IVoman, &c. 

She that would fain be married, 
And wants both portion and beauty, 
Must unto her Master and Mistresse 
Owe good respect and duty. 
ç lais is a good old IVoman, &c. 

To gaine their loves and favour, 
Then may she hope the better, 
To get a kinde Husband will love her, 
To toyle then, he will not let her, 
0 lais is a ood old Vroman, &c. 



'Ae erry old Voman. 

He that xvould seeke prefermett. 
Must neatly usher a Lady, 
And wear good clothes for his credit. 
And still at a call be ready. 
0 this is a good old llZoman, 
0 Mis is a mery Met IVoraan, 
ir counsdl is good [le warrant, 
For ske doM wisk iii fo no man. 
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The Second Part, to the Saine Tune. 

And he that would be a Courtier, 
Must be with good parts adorned, 
To please his Masters humour, 
Or else he shall be scorned. 
0 tkis is a good old IVoman, 
0 this is a merry old IUoman, 
]-Zer counsell is gooa fle warrant, 
For shee dol]z wish ill lo no man. 

She that wou]d have no scandall, 
Or imputations on her, 
Must not frequent a dTurdello, 
But chast lgiana, honour. 
0 lhis io" a good old IVoma,z, &c. 
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The Mcrry oM IVoman. 

Brave Girles there be a many 
Goe richly in their appareil. 
Which makes the roring Gallants, 
About them so to quarrell 
0 lhis is a good o[d IUaman, &c. 

He that would be no Cuckold, 
Then let him never marry, 
It were a horne-plague unto him. 
A jealous minde to carry. 
0 lhis is a good old IVomau, &c. 

And he that would raise his fortunes, 
Being poore left by his Dady : 
He must be stout and valiant, 
Faint heart ne'r won faire Lady. 
0 this is a good old IVoman, &c. 

lIe that would be a Scholler, 
Must hate your drinks that is muddy : 
But a cup of good Canary 
Will make him the better to stuy, 
0 this is a good old woma, &c. 

And he that would be a Poet, 
Must no wayes be flocke-pated : 
H is ignorance if he shew it, 
H e shall of all Schollers be hated. 
0 this is a £ood old woman, &c. 



-ke lllerry old Voman. 

He that would be a Goodfellow, 
Of meanes must be prepared : 
If that he love drinke and Tobacco, 
Or else he shall be feared. 
0 liais is a ood old woman, &c. 
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He that would be a Taylor 
hIust active be and nimble : 
And he that would be a good liver, 
lXlust hate to lye and dissemble. 
0 tkis is a ffood old woman, &c. 

He that would be a lXIusician, 
Must neatly run division, 
To humour each joviall Gallant, 
Or else he is held in derision. 
0 rais is a good old woman, &c. 

And he that would strive for riches, 
Or how to get a good marriage. 
Must still in his carriage be wary, 
That nothing his credit disparage. 
0 tkis s a good oht woman, &c. 

And he that would learne true goodnesse, 
lkIust daily himselfe endeavour, 
To hate ail wicked lewdnesse, 
And sdll in ail grace persev¢r. 
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Oh lais is a ood oM I4/'oman, 
0 lais is a merry oM It/'oman, 
Iter counsell is ood Ile warrant, 
For she dolh wish tll lo no »tan. 

FINIS. 

Robert Guy. 

Printed at London for F Coules dwelling in the 
Old-Baily. 
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